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The Perſons of the PLAY. 


Subtle, i Alchemiſt. 
Face, the Houſe-kee _ 
Dol. Common, their Colleague. 
Dapper, a Clerk. 
Dregger, a Tabacco- man. 

0Ue- rh. HH Maſter of the Houſe. 

pierre Mmmon, a Knight, 
Slrley, a Gameſler. 
Tribulation, a Paſtor of Amſterdam, 
Ananias, a Deacon there. 
Kaſtrill, the angry Boy. 
Da. Pliant, his Sifter, a Widow. 


Neighbours, Officers, Mutes. 
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The SCENE 


LONDON. 


— 


The Principal Comadians were, 


Fob. Hemings, 


Ric. Burbadge. 
; 4 Will. Oftiler, 


Joh. Lowin. 
Hen. Condel. Foh. Uuderwood. 
Alex. Cooke. Nic. _ 

Rob. Armizts Will, Egleflone. 
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THE 


ALCHEMIST: 


THE ARGUMENT. 


T be Sickneſs bot, a Maſter quit, for fear, 
H is Houſe in Town, and left one Servant there. 
E aſe him corrupted, and_gave means to know 


A Cheater, and his Punk; who, now brought low, 
L eaving their narrow Pra@ice, were become 
C os'ners at laige; and only wanting ſome 
H ouſe to ſet up, with him they here contraf, 
- E ach for a Shave, and all begin to a@. 
M uch Company they draw, and much abuſe, 
I n caſting Figures, telling Fortunes, News, 
| 5 elling of Flies, flat Bawd'ry, with the Stone; 
JT 141.28, and they, and all in Fume 418 gonee 
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PROLOGUE. 


bl 


| gs that farours Fools, theſe rwo ſhort Hurs 
We w:ſh away, both for your ſakes, and ours, 
Fndging Spctarors ;, and defire wm place, 
-To th* Author Juſtice, to our ſelves but Grace, 
Our Scene is London, cauſe we would make known, 
No Countries Alith is better than onr own : 
N2 Clime;breeds tetter Matrer for yaur Whore, 
Bawd, Squire, Impoſtor, niany Perſons more, 
Wheſe Mann. rs, now call*d Humours, feed the Stage ; 
And which hace ftill been Sulge& for the Rage,” 
Or Spleen of Comick Writers. Tiough this Pen 
D:d never aim to gnieve, but Fetter Men ; 
Howe*er the Age he lives in doth endure 
FheVices that ſhe breeds, above their Cure, 
But when the whol:ſom Remedies are ſweet, 
And m the'r working Gain and Profit meet, 
He hopes to find-n9 Sparit fo much diſeai*d, 
But will with fuch fair Corredives be pleas*d : 
For here he doth nt fear who can apply, 
If there be any that will fit /o wb 
Tnto the Stream, to look what 1t doth run, 
They ſpall find things, they ld think, or wiſh, were done; 
They are fo natural Follies, but ſo ſhown, 
' £5 ecen ths Doers may ſee, and yet not own, 
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The” Alchenii/? 
ACT I SCENE I. 


Face, Subtle, Dol Common. 


Eliev'r, I will. Seb. Thy worſt. T fart at rhee, 
- Dol. Ha" you your Wirs? Why Gentlemen ! tor 
love ——— | 
p Fac. Sirrah, I'll firip you — £5. What to do? 
lick Figs 
Out at my — Fac. Rogue, Rogue, out of all your 
fleights. ' 
Dol. Nay, look ye, 'Sovereign, General, are you 
Madmen f hog ' 
Sub. O, let the wild- Shzep looſe. I'il-Gum- yours 
With good Strong-water, an” you come; ( Silks 
. Dol. Will you have | 
The Neighbours hear you? Will you betray all ? 
Heark, I near ſome body. ' Fac. Sirrah— Sub, I ſhall mar 
All that the Taylor has made, if you approach. | 
Fac. You moſt notorious W help, you inſolent Slave, 
Dare you do this? Sub, Yes faith, yes faith. Fac, Why, 


who 
Am1I, my Mungril? who am 1? 94. ]'ll tell you, 
vince you Know not your felf—— Fac. Speak lower, 
Rogue. 
Sub, Yes. You-were once (time's not long paſt) rhe 
_ 
Honeit, plain, Livery three-pound- thrum, that kept * 
Your Matlers Worſhips Houſe here in rhe- Friers, 
For the Vacations ——— Fac. Will you be fo lowd ? 
F1b, Since by my means, tran{lated Suburb Captain. 
Fac. By your means, Doctor Do, ? 
ec Sub, Within Man's memory, : 
All this I ſpeak of. Fac. Why, I pray you, have T * 
Been countenanc'd by you, or-you by.me? 
Do but collect, Sir, where I met you firit. 
| Sub. I donor hear well.. Fac. : Not of this, I thiuk it. -- 
; TY But I ſhall pur you in mind, Sir ; at Pie Corner, 
Taking your meal of Steam in, f:om-Cooks Stalls; -- 
A .3 W here, 
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6 The Alchemiſt. 


Where, like the Father of Hunger, you did walk 
Pireoully coſtive, with your pinch'd-horn-noſe; 
And your Complexion of the Roman Waſh, 
vtnck full of black and melancholick Worms, 
Like Powder-corns ſhot at th' 4tillery-yard. 
$ub, I wiſh you could advance your Voice a little, 
Fac, When you went pinn'd up in the ſeveral Rags 
Yo” had rak'd and pick'd from Dunghils, before day ; 
Your Feer in mouldy Slippers, for your K ibes 
A Felt of Rug, and a thin thredden Cloke, 
That ſcarce would cover your no Buttocks —— 
Sub, So, Sir! 
Fac. When all your Alchemy, and your Al;ebra, 
Your Minerals, Vegetals, and Animals, 
Your Conuring, Coz'ning, and your dozen of Trades, 
Could not relieve your Corps with ſo much Linnen 
Would make you Tinder, but to ſee a Fire ; 
1 ga? you Count'nance, Credit for your Coals, 
Your Stills, your Glaſſes, your Materials; 
Built you a Fornace, drew you Cuſtomers, 
Advanc'd all your black Arts; let you, b-{ide, 
A Houſe to praftiſe in— $£ub, Your Mailer's Houſe ? 
Fac. Where you have ſtudied the more thriving Skill 
Of Bawd?ry ſince, Sub. Yes, in your Maſter's Houſe, 
You and the Rats here kept polleſſion. 
Make it not ſtrange. I know yo? were one could keep 
The Buttry-hatch ſii}1 lock'd, and ſave the Chippings, 
Sell the Dule- Beer to 4gua-rite-men, 
The which, together with your Chriſtmas Vails 
At Poſt and Pair, your letting out of Counters, 
Made you a pretty Stock, ſome rwenty Marks, 
And gave you credit to converſe with Cubwebs, 
Here, ſince your Mittris Death hath broke up Houte. 
Fac. You might talk foftlier, Raſcal.Sub.No,youScarabe, 
I'll thunder yort in pieces; I wall teach you 
How to bewaie to tempt a Fury again, 
Thar carijes Tempeſt 3 lits Hand and Voice, 
Fac, The Plice has made youu valiant. 
Ob. No, your Clothes, 
Thuu Vermin, have I tane thee out of Dung, 
RG pUor, lo wittched, when no living thing 
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The Alchemiſt. j 
Would keep thee Company, bur a Spider, or worle ? 
Rais'd thee from Brooms, and Dult, and Watrnng Pots? 
Sublim'd thee, and exalted thee, and fix'd rhee- 

P the Third Region, call'd our State of Grace? _. 
Wrought thee to Spirit, to Qrinteffence, with pains 
Woutd twice have won me the #hiloſopher's Work ? 
Put thee in Words and Faſhion, made thee fit ; 
For more than ordinary Fellowſhips ? | 
Giv'n thee thy Oaths, thy quarre:ling Dimenſions ? 
Thy Rules to cheat at Horſe-race, Cock-pit, Cards,: 
Dice, or wharever gallant Tincture elle ? 

Made thee a Second in mine own great Art ? 

And have I this for thanks ? Do you rebel ? 

Do you fly out i* the Proje#ion? 

Would you be gone now ? 

Dol. Gentlemen, what mean you? 
Will ye mar all ? Sub. Slave,thou hadſt had'no Name'=« 
Dol, Will you undo your ſelves with Civil Wart: 
Sub, Never been known, paſt Equi clibamem, 

The heat of Horſe-dung, under Ground, in Cellars,- 
Or an Ale-houſle darker than deaf Fohr's; been lott- * 
To all Mankind, but Laundreſfes and Tapſters, 


Had not I been, | | 
Dol. Do you know who hears you, Sovereign ? 
Fac. Sirrah | 
Dol. Nay, General, I thought you were civil=o—— 
Fc. I ſhall turn deſperate, if you grow thus lowd. * 
Sub, And hang thy elf, I care nur, 

Fac. Hang thee, - Colliar, | 

And all thy Pots and Pans, -in Picture, I will, 

vince rhou haſt mov'd me 
Dol. (O, this *}] orethrow all.) 

. Fac, Wiite thee up Bawd in Pm, have all thy Tnckt- 

Of coz'ning with a hollow Coal, Duit, Scrapings, 

SearChing for things loſt with a Steve and Shears, 

Erecting Figures in your Rows of Houles, 

And taking in of Shadows with a Glaſs, 

Told in Red Letters; and a Face cur for the, 

Worſe than Gamatiel Ratfey's. Dol. Are you found ? 

Ha” you your Senfts; Matters Fic. 1 will have - 
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$ The Alchemiſt * 
A Book, but barely reckoning thy Impoſtures, 
Shall prove a true Philoſophers Stone, to Printers. 

Sub. Away, you Trencher- Raſcal. 

Fac. Out, you Dog-leach, 

The Vomit of all Priſons — ' Dot W ill you be- X 
Your own Deſtructions, Gentlemen ? Still ſpew'd out 
For lying teo heavy o the Basker. | 

Sub. Cheater. Fac. Bawd. 

Sth. Cow-herd. Fac. Conjurer. Szb. Cut-purlſe. 

Fas. Witch. Dol. O me! 

We are Tuin'd! Joſt ! Ha' you no more regard 
To your Reputations? Where's your Judgment ? Slight, 
Have yet ſome care of me, o* your Republick — 

Fac, Away, this Brach. I'll bring thee, Rogue, within 
The Statute of Sorcery, Triceſimo tertto 
Of Harry the Eighth : I, and (perhaps) thy Neck 
Within a Nooſe, for laundring Gold, and barbing ir. 

Dot. Yow'll bring your Head within a Cockſcomb, 

will you ? 

[She catches out Face's Sword, and breaks Subtle's Glaſs. 
Ang you, Sir, with your Menftrue, gather it up. 
*>death, you abuminable Pair of Stmkards, 

Ezave off your Barking, and grow one again, 

Or, by-the Light that thines, ['l]-cut your Throats, 

F'll nut be made a Prey unto the Marſhal, 

For ne'er a fnerling Dog- bolt o? you both. 

Ha' you together cozen'd all this while, 

And all the World ? and ſhall it now be ſaid, 

You have made moit courteous ſhitt to cozen your ſelves ? 

You wilt accule him? You will bring him in 

Within the Sratuvte? Who ſhall rake your word ? 

A whoreſon, upitarr, vane Captain, 

Whom not a Puritan in Black-Friars will truit 

So much as for a Feather! And you too 

Will give the Cauſe, torfooth ? You will inſult, 

And claim a Primacy in the Diviſions ? 

You mult be Chief? As if you only had 

The Powder to project with, and the Work 

Were not begun out of Equality ? 

The Vengzuie Tripartite? All things in common ? 
Without 
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The Alchemiſt; 9 © 
Without Priority ? 'Sdeath, you perpetual Curs, 
Fall to your Couples again, and- cozer kindly, - 
And heartily, and lovingly, as you ſhould, - 
And loſe not the beginning of -a- Term, 
Or, by this Hand, I ſhall grow fa&tious too, 
And take my part, and yuit you. Fac. *Tis his fault, 
He ever murmurs, and objits his Pains, - 
And ſays, the weight of all lies upon him- 
Sub. . Why, ſo it does. Dol. How does it ? Do not we 
Suftain our-Parts? Sxb. Yes, but they are not equal. 
Dol. Why,.it your Part exceed to Gay, 1 hope 
Ours may to-morrow match ir. - Qub, 1}, they may. 
D4.- May, murmuring Maſtiff! 1, and Co. Death 
on-me |! 
Help me to throttle him. Sub. Dorothee, Miſtris Dorothee, 
'Ods precious, Ii] do any thing, What doyuu mean ? 
Dol. Becauſe & your Fermentation and Cibation f 
Sub. Nor 1; by Heaven —— -- 
D3l.- Your $0l and Luna —. help me. - 
xs I were hang'd then, . VU conform my 
elr. | 
Dol. Willyou, Sir? Do ſo then, andquickly : ſwear. 
Qub, What ſhould I ſwear ? 
Dl. To leave your Fadtion, Sir, 
And latour kindly in the Common Work. 
Sub, Let me not breathe, if 1 meaut ought beſide... 
I only us'd rhoſe Speeches as a Spur- - 
To him: Dol. I hope werneed no Spurs, Sir. Do we ? 
Fac. *Slid, piove to day, who ſhall ſhark beit. 
Sub. Agreed, 
Dl. Yes, and work cloſe, and-friendly. -. 
Sub. *Slight, the Knot 
Shall grow the itionger for this Breach, with me. - 
Dol. Why, fo, my good Babuons! Shall we go make 
A ſoit of: fobex, ſcurvy, preciſe Neighdouss, , 
(That [carce have {mild rivice fin* the King came in) 
A Fealt of Laughter at our Follies? Raſcals, 
Would run themſelves from breath, ito ſee me ride, 
Or you have but a Hole to thruſt your Heads in, 
For which you ſhould pay Ear-rent? No, agree, -* 
And may Dygn Proveſt zide a TR long, .. __ of. 
| 3 n 
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In his old Velvet Jerkin and ſtain'd Scarfs, 

EMy noble Sovereign, avd worthy General) 

Fre we cout1jbute a new Crewel Garter 

To.his mott Worjted Worſhip. Sub. Royal Dl! 
Spoken like Claridiana, and thy (elf. 

Fac. For which at Supper, thou ſhale fit in tiumpb, 
And nor be ityl'd Dot Coumon, but Dol Proper, 

Dol Singular: The longeil Cur, at Night, 
Shall draw thee for his Dal: Particulaz, 

Suk, Who's thatf one rings. To the Windv,, Dol. 
Pray Heav'n, | 
The Matter do not trouble us this Quarter. 

Far, O, fear not him. While there dies one a Week 
O' the Plague, he's tafe,. from thinking toward London. 
Belide, he's buke at his Hop yards now : 

I had a Letter trom hin. If he do, 

He'1l ſend Luch word, .for aiting & the Houle, 

As you ſhall have [ufficient time to quir ir: 
Though we break up. a Foitnight, *tis no, matter.. 

Sub. Who is it, Dol? 

Dol. A fine young Quodling. Fac. O, | 
My Lawyers Clerk, I Lghted on lait night: // 

In Holborn, at the: Dagger, He would have 
(I told you of him) a Familiar, 
1o rifle with at Horſes, and win Cups. 

Dol. Q, let him in« 

Sub. Stay. Who ſhall de't? Fac. Get you 
Your Robes on: I. will meet him, as going out, , - | 

Dol. And what ſhall I do? Fac. Not be lecn, away. 
Seem you. very relerv'd. | 

Sub. Enough. Fac God L w* you, Sir. 

L pray you ler him. know that I was here. 
His Name is Dappez. I would gladly have ſtaid, but—. 


ACT I SCENE IL 
Dapper, Face, Subtle, 


YAptain, I am here. | 
Fac. Who's that ? He's come, I think, Age” ; 
voud 


hed dl buy 


The -Althemiſt. in 
Good faith, Sir, I was going away. -Dap. In truth. 
I am very lorry, Captain.. Fac. But I thought 
Sure I ſhould meer you. Dap. I, I am very glad. 
I had a ſcurvy Writ or two to make, 
And I had lent my Watch laſt n'ght ra one. 
That dints to day at the.Sheriffs; and fo was robb'd 
Of my paſs-time. Is this the Cunning-man ? 
Fac. This is his Worthip. Dap. Is he a Dottor? 
Fac. Yes. 
Dap. And ha' you broke with lim, Captain ? 
Fac, T. Dap. And how? 
Fac. Faith, he does make the matter, Sir, ſo dainty, 
{ know not what to ſay—- Dap. Not lo, goud Captain. 
Fac. Would I were fairly rid on'c, believe me. * 
Dap. Nay, now you grieve me, Sir. Why ſhould you 
with ſoa: 
] dare aſlure you, I'll not. be ungrateful- 
Fac. I cannot think you will, Sir. But the Law 
I; ſuch a thing —= And then he ſays, Read's Matter + 
Falling fo lately —— Dap. Read? He was an Als, 
And dealt, Sir, witha Fool, Fac: It was a Clerk, Sir. 
Dap. A Clerk? 
Fac. Nay, hear me, Sir, you know the Law 
Petter, I think -—— Dap. I ſhould, Sir, ang the Danger. 
You _ I ſnew'd' the Statute to you? Fae. low? 
did ſo. | 
Dap. And will I tell then? By this Hand of Fleſh, 
Would ir might never write good- Court-hand more, .* 
If I diſcover. What do you think of me, . 
Thar I am a Chiaufe? : 
Fac. What's that ? Dap. The Turk was, here——=+ 
As one would ſay, Do you think I am a Turk? 
Fac, Pil tell the Dottor fo. 
Dap. Do, good ſweet Captain. 
Fac; Come, noble. Dottor, pray thee leV's prevail ; 
This is the Gentleman, and he 1s no Chiawfe. 
$ub, Captain, Þ have returiw'd you all my Anſwer. . 
IT would do mucy1, Sir, for your Love— Bur this 
I neither may, tor can. . Fac: Tut;- do not-fay ſos. . 
You deal nuw with a noble Felluw,. Doctor, , a 


x2 The Alhemift. 
One that will thank you richly, and h' is no Chiauſe : 
Let thar, Sir, move you, | 

Sub. Pray you, foibear Fac. He has 
Four Angels here — Sub. You do me wrong, good Sir. 

Fac. Doctor, wherein? To tempt you with theſe 

Spirits? 

Sub. To tempt my Art, and Love, Sir, to my peril. 
*Fore Heav'n, 1 icarce can think you are my Friend, 
That ſo. would draw me to apparent danger. 

Fac. I draw you ? A Hotrle draw you, and a Halter, 
You, and yoar Flies rogether— Dap. Nay, good Captain. 

Fac. That know no difference of Men; 

Sub. Gocd words, Sir. 

Fac. Good deeds, Sir, Doftor Dogs-meat. 

*Slight, I bring you 
No cheating Clim »* the Cloughs, or Claribels, 
That look as big as Five and fifty, and Fluſp, 
And ſpit our ſeciets like hot Culiard =- Dap. Captain. 
Fac. Nor any melancholick Under-ſcribe, 
Shall tell the Vicar ; but a ſpecial Genteel], 
Thar is the Heir to Forty Marks a Year, 
Conſorts with the ſmall Poets of the rime, 
Is the ſole Hope of his old Grandmorher, 
That knows the Law, and writes you fix fair Hands, 
Is a fine Clerk, and has his Cyphi'nng perfect, 
Will take his Oath vo the Greek Xenophon, 
If need be, in his Pocket; and can court 
His Miltris out of Ocid. Dap. Nay, dear Captain. 

Fac. Did you not tell me ſo? Dap.-Yes, but 11d ha” 
Uſ: Maſter or with ſome more reſpect. (you 

foe. tHe him, proud Stag, with his broad Velver 


Eut for your ſake, I'Id choak, ere I would change 
An Article of Breath with ſuch a Puckfoiit 


Come let's be goue. Sub. Pray you le' me ſpeak with 
you. 
Dap. His Worſhip calls you, Captain. Fac, I am ſorry 
I e:e imbark'd my lelf in fuch a Buſineſs, 
Dap. Nay, govd Sir, he did call you. 
Fac. Will he take then? 


Sub. 


The Alchemiſt. 


Sub. Firſt, hear me 
Fac. Not a Syllable, *leſs you take. 
Sub. Pray ye, Sir 
Fac. Upon no Terms, but an Aſſumpſit. 
Sub. Your Humout nwuit be Law. 


[ He takes the Money. 
Fac. Why now, Sir, talk. 
Now I dare hear you with mine Honour, Speak. 
So may this Gentleman too. 
Sub, . Why, Sir —, Fac, No whiſpering. 
Sub. *Fore Heaven, you do not apprehend the Loſs 
You do your ſelf, in this Fac, Wherein? For-whay? 
&b, Marry, to be lo imporzunate for one, 
That, when he has it, will undo you all; 
He']l win up all the Money 1' the Town. , 
Fac. How ! 
Sub. Yes, and blow up Gameſter after Gameſter, 
As they do Crackers in a Puppet; play. 
It I do give him a Familiar, 
Give'you him all you play tor ;;never ſet. him: | 
For he will have it. Far. You ate miitaken, Door. 
Why, he does ask-one but. for Cups and Horles, 
A rifling Fly; none o* your great Familiars. 
Fs 4 Yes, Captain, I would have it tor all Games, 
Sub. 1 teld you ſo. Fac. 'Slight, that's a new. Buſineſs! 
1 underſtood you, & tame Bird, ro fly '0 | 
Twice in a: Term, ar fo, on Friday Nights | 
When you had lefr the Office, for. a-vag | 
Of forty or fifty Shillings. Dap. 1, *cis zxue, Sis ; 
But I co think now 1 ſhall leave the Law, 
And therefore-- Fac. Why, this changes quite the Caſe! 
Do' you think that I dare move him * 
Dap. li you pleaſe, Sir ; 
All's one ro-him, I ſee. Fac. What! for that Money ? 
I cannot with my Conſcience; Nor ſhould you . 
Make the Regueit, methinks. . Dap. No, Sir, 1 mean 
To add Conſideration. Fac. Why then, Sir, 
Vil riy. Say that it were for all Games, Doctor ? 
Sb. I ſay then, not a Mouth ſhall eat for him 
Art any Ordinary, but & the Score, 
That 1s a Gaming Mouth, conceive me. Fac, Indeed! 


14 The Alchemiſt. 
Sub. He'll draw you all the Treafure of the Realm, 

If it be ſet him. Fac. Speak you this from Art ? 

 Sitb. I, Sir, and Reaſon too, the Ground of Art. 

I is & the ouly beſt Complexion, 

Fhe \ 2og of Fairy loves. Fac. What! is nt! Sub. 

eAce. 

He'll over-hear you. Sir, ſhould ſhe but-ſce him —- 
Fac. What? Sub. Do not you tecll-him. 
Fac. Will he win at Cards too ?- 

Sub. The Spirits of dead Holland, living Iſaac, 

You'ld ſwear, were in him; ſuch a vigorous Luck: 

As cannot be reſiſted, *Slight, he'il put 

SIx © your Gallants to a Cloak, indeed. 
Fac. A \trange Succeſs, that lome Man ſhall be born 
Sub, He hears you,” Man —— - (to! 
Dap.- Sir, I'll not be ingrateful.-- 
Fac. Faith, I have confidence in his good nature: 

You hear, he lays he will nor be ingrateful. 
Sub. Why, as you pleaſez” my Venture follows yours. 
Fac. Troth, do it, 'Bofor; think him truly, and 
__ make him. 

He may make-us both happy in an Hour ; 

Win ſome five thouſand Pound, and ſend us two o' it. 


Dap. Belteve'ir, and I will, Sir. Fac, And you ſhall,. 


You have heard all ? (Sir. 
Dap. No, what was't? nothing, I, Sir. 
Fac. Nothing ?- [Face takes him aſide. 


Day. & little, Sir. Fac, Well, a rare, Star | 
Reigi:d at:yuur Birth. 

Dap. At:mine, Sir? No. Fac. The Dottor. 
Swears that-you are — 

Sub. Nay, Captain, you'll tell all now... 

Fac. Allied to the Queen of Fay. 

Dap. Who? rhat-I am? 
Believe it, no ſuch matter— F2s. Yes, and: that 
Yo! were born with a Cawl of your Head. 

Dap. Who ſays 6? Fac, Come, 
You know it well. enough, tho' you diflemble it. . 


Dap. I- fac, I do not: You are miſtaken, Eac.. How! . 


Swear by your fac-? and in a thing fo known 


Unto the Duttor ? How-ſhall. we, Sir, truſt you - 


"TS, , 3% = FW So Ta. 


4_— wt 


The Alchemiſt. 15 


V' the other matter? Can we ever think, 

When you have won five or {ix thouſand Pound, 

You'l fend us Shares iu'r, by this rate? Dap By Fove, 
Sir, | 

Vil win ten thouſand Pound, and fend you half. 

I fac's no Oath. Sub. No no, he did bvt jeit. 

Fac. Go to. Go thank the Ductor, He's your Friend, 
To take it ſo. Dap. I thank his Worſhip. © Fac. So: 
Another Angel. Dap. Muit I ? Fac. Mut you? 'Slight, 
W hat elſe is Thanks ? Wil you be treviab? Doctor, 
When mutt he cone for his Familiar ? 

Dap.,Shall.L nor hs' it with me? wb. O, good Sir tf, 
There awit a World of Ceremonies pals, W 
You mult be batlvu and fumigared firit : 

Beſides. the, Queen of Fairy dues not riſe | 
Till it bz Novn, Fac. Not, it ſhe danc'd, to night. 

Sub. And ſhe mult bleſs it. Fac, Did you never fee 

Her Royat: Grace yet? Dap. Whom? - yous | Aunt of 
Fairy * 7 5 

Sub, Nog {ince the kiit hin i the Cradle; Captain ; 
I can reſolvg you that. Fac, Well, ſee her-Grace,.; 
What «re. it cot, you, for a thing that I:krow.s ' 

It will be ſomewhat hard to compals;. bur 

Howcyer, ſce- her... You aze made, believe-it, - 

If you cam lee her. Her Grace is a lone Woman, 

And very tich; and if ſhe-take a Phant/fie, f 
She wall do itrange things, ,, See her, atany hand, -/ 
'Slid, ſhe may-hapto: leave you all ſhe has! | 

It is the Doctor's teas. . Nap. How will't be done then? 

Fac.. Let me alone, take you-na-thuught, Do-you- 
But lay to ime, Captain, i*l] ſee her Grace, 

Dap. Captain, I'll fee her Grace. Fac. Enough. 

Sub.. W ho's there ? [ One knocks without. 
Anon (Conduct hum forth by the back- way. ) | 
Sir, againit one a clock prepare your ſelf: 

Till when you mutt be taſting ;. only rake 

Three dzops.of Vinegar in at your Noſe, 

Two at yuur Mouth, and one at-either Ear;. 

Then bath your Fingers ends, and waſh your Eves, . 

To ſharpen your Five Senſes, and cry. Hum © 
Thi1oe, and-then Buz asvften ; and then come. 


Fac. 
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Fac, Can you remember this ? Dap. T1 warrant you.- - 
Fac. Well then, away. *Tis but your beſtowing 

Some Twenty. Nobles *"mong her Graces Sepvants, 

And put on a clean Shirt: You do not know 

What grace her Grace may do you in clean Linnen. 


ACTI. SCENE I. 
Subtle, Drug ger, Face. 


Ome in: (Good Wives, I pray you- forbear me © 


now : 
Troth I can do you no good till after-noon.) Ys 
W har is your Name, lay you? Abel Drurger{ Dru. Yes,Siz, 
Sub. A Seller of Tobacco? Dru. Yes, Sir. Sub. Umh. - 
Free of the Grocers ? Dru. I, an't pleaſe:you. wb. Well— 


' Your Buſineſs, Abel f Dru. This,an't pleale your 'Worlhip-; 


I am a young Beginner, and am building 

Of a new Shop, an't like your 'Worſhip, uſt 

At corner of a Street; (Here's the Plot o'r. ) 

And I would know. by Art, Sir, of your Worſhip, 

W hich way 4 ſtould"make my Door, by Necromancy, - 

And where>my Shelves; -and which ſhould be for 
Boxes, 

And which,for Puts-  F would: be glad to thrive, Sir. 


* And I was wifffd ro your Worſhip by a Gentleman, 


One Captain Fate, thar fays you know Mens Planets, 

And their good dngels, -and their bad. '$ub.-] do, 

If I do fee *?em— Fac. Whar!) my honeit Abel? 

Thou art well mer here. Dru. Troth, Sir, I was ſpeak= 

ing, | 

yo as your. V Vorſhip came here, of ycur V Vorſhip. 
pray you {peak for me to Maſter Dxtor. | 
Fac, He ſhall do any thing.” Doctor, do you- hear ? 

This is my Friend, Abel, aw honei} Fellow ; 

He lets me Fave good Tabacco, and he does not 

pophiſticate it. with Sack-lees/or Oil, - 

Nor waſhes it jn Muſcadel and Grains, 

Nor buries it in Gravel, under Ground, 


VVrapp'd up in greafie Leather, or pils'd Clouts: 


But 
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Bur keeps it in fine Lilly-pats, that-open'd, - ' 
Smell like Conſerve of Roſes, or French Beans, 

He has his Maple Block, his Silver Tongs, - 
Wincheſter Pipes, and' Fire of Juniper, 
A neat, ſpruce, honeſt Fellow, and no'Goldſmith. 
Sub, H is a fortunate Fellow, that I am ſure on =— 
Pac. Already, Sir, ha' you found it? Lo? thee, Abel! 
&b. And in right way toward Riches ——» 
Fac. Sir. Sub, This Summer h 
He will be of the Clothing of his Company, 
And next Spring call'd to the Scarlet; ſpend what he 
Can. 
Fac. What, and ſo little Beard ?  Swb.. Sir, you muſt 
think, 
He may have a Receit to make Hair come: 
But he'll be wiſe, preſerve his Youth, and fine for't ; 
Mis Fortune looks for him another way. | 
Fac. *Slid, Dodtor, how canſt thou know this ſo ſoon ? 
1 am amus'd at that! Suk. By a Rule, Captain, 
| In Mezapoſcopy, which I do work by ; 
A certain Star i* the Forehead, which you ſee not. 
Your Cheſtaur, or your Olive-colour'd Face _ - ' 
Do's never fail} : and your long Ear doth promiſe. 
I knew'c, by certain. ſpots too, in his Teeth, 
And on the Nail of his Mercurial Finger. 
Fac W hich Finger's that ? Sub.His little Finger. Look, 
Yo' were born upon a Wedneſday ? | 
Dru. Yes indeed, Sir. | 
Sub, The Thumb, in Chiromanty, we give Venus; 
The Fore- finger, to Fove; the midit, to Saturn ; 
The ring, to Sol; the leaſt, ro Mercury: 
Who was the Lord, Sir, of his How/cope, * 
His louſe of life being Libra; which fore ſhew'd, 
He yrs be a Merchant, and ſhould rrade with Bal- 
ance. 
Fac. Why, this is ſtrange ! Is*c not, honeſt Nab ? 
Sub. Theie is a Ship now, coming trom Ormus, 
That ſhall yield him, ſuch a commodiry 
Ot drugs — This is the Weſt, and this the South ? 
Dru, Yes, Sir, $uþ And thoſe are your two lides? 
Dru. I, Sir. 
Sub. 


#/ 


Sub. Make me your Door, then, South ; your Broad- 
ſide, Welt: ; 
And, on the Eait-ſide of your Shop, aloft, 
Write Mazhlai, Tarmiel, and Baraborat ; 
Upon the North-part, Rael, Velel, Thiel. 
They are the names of thoſe Mercurial Spirits, 
That —___ Flyes from Boxes. Dru. Yes, Sir. ' Sub. 
n 
Beneath your threſhold, bury me a Load-ſtone 
To draw in Gallants, that wear Spurs: The reſt, 
They'll ſeem ro follow. Fac. That's a ſecrer, Nab/! 
Sub. And, on. your Stall, a Puppet, with a Vice, 
And a Court fucus to call Ciry-dames, 
You ſhall deal much with Minerals. Dru. Sir, I have 
Ar home,already— Sub. I, 1 know, you have Arſnike, 
Vitriol, Sal-tartre, Argaile, Alkaly, 
Cinoper : I know all. This Fellow, Captain, 
Will come, in time, to be a great Ditliller, 
And give a Say (I will nor ſay direaly, 
But very fai:) at the Philoſophers fone. 
Fac. Why, how now, Abel! is this true? Dru.Good 


Cant 


—o—g <a 


, 

What- muſt I give? Fac. Nay, I'll not counſel thee. 

Thou —_ what Wealth (he ſays, ſpend what thou 
canit ) 

Thiart like to come too, Dru. I would gi? him a Crown, 
Fac. A Crown | and toward ſuch a Fortune ? Heart, 
a_ — rather gr him thy Shop. No Gold about 

thee { 
Dru. Yes, I have a Portagne, I ha' kept this half year. 
Fac. Out on thee Nab 'Slight,rhere was ſuch an ofter — 
'Shalr keep't no longer, VII gi" it him for thee ? 
Do:tor, Nab prays your Worſhip to drink this, and 
[wears 
He will appear more grateful, as your sKkill 
Do's raiſe him in the World. Dru. I would intreat 
Another favour of his Worſhip. Fac. What is'(, Nah * 
Dru. Burt, to look over, Sir, my Almanack, 
Aid crots out iny 111 days, that I may neither 
Bargain, nor truit upon them. Fac. That he ſhall Nah. 
Leave it, it ſhall be done, *gainit Atrernoon. w7 
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Sub, And a direction for his Shelves. Fac. Now, Nab ? 
Art thou well pleas'd, Nab ? Dru. *Thank, Sir,both your 
Worſhips. 
Fac. Away. 
Why, now you Imoky en of Nature! 
Now do you lee, thar foine-thing's ro be.dane, 
Beſide your Beeck-co21, and your cor'five Waters, 
Your Croſfslets, Crucibles, and Cucurbires ? 
You muk have Stuff, brought home to you, to work on? 
And, yer, you think, 1am at no expence; 
In ſearching out theſe Veins, then following "em, 
Then trying em out. *Fore God, my intell;gence 
Colt me more, Money, than :my ſhare oft comes too, 
In theſe rare Works. &ub. Youareplealant,Sir. How now ? 


ACT I. SCENE IV. 


Face, Dol, Subtle. 


WW Hat ſays my dainty Dolkin ? Dol. Yonder Fiſh-wife 

/ * Will not away. And there's your Giantels, 

The Bawd of Lambeth.Sub:Heart,I cannor ſpeak with*em. 
Dol. Nor afore night, I have told *em, in a Voice, 

Thorough the Trunk, like one of your Familiars. 

But I have ſpied Sir Epicure Mammon — Sub, Where ? 
Dol. Coming along, at far end of the Lane, 

Slow of his Feer, bur earneit of his Tongue, 

To one tzats with him. Sub. Face, go you, and fhifr. 

D3/, you mult prelently make reaoy, tov 
Di. Why, what*s the matter? Sub. 'Q, I did look for 

With the Suus riling : *Marvel, he could fleep! (him 

This i3 the day I ain ro-perfect tor him 

The Maziſterium, our great work, the Stone : 

And yicld it, made, ito his hands: of which, 

He has, this Month, talk*'d, as he were pollels*d, 

And now he*s dealing pieces on*t away, 

Me thinks I ſee him eutring Ordinaiies, 

Dilpenſiing for the Pox, and Plaguy houles, 

Reaching his Doſe, ,walking Moore- fields for Lepers, 

Aud offering Citizens-wives Pomander-bracclers, 
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As his preſervative, made of the Elixiv; | 
Searching the Spitrtle, to make old Bawds young ; 
And the High-ways, for Beggars, to make rich : 
I fee no end of his Labours. He will make 
Nature aſham'd, of her long ſleep: when Arr, 
Who's but-a'Step-dame, ſhall do more than the, 
In hex beit'to love to Mankind, ever could. 

If his Dream lait, he'll turn the Age to Gold. 


_ ACT IL. SCENE IL. 


AMammon, Surl y. 


Ome. oy, Sir. Now, you ſet yaur Foot on Shore 
In'novo Orbe ; Here's the rich Peru: © 
And there within, Sir, are the Golden Mines, 
Great Solomon's Ophir ! He was ſayling to'r, 
Three years, but we have reach'd it in ten Months. 
This is the day, wherein, to all' my Friends, 
I will pronunce the: happy word, $6 Rich. 
This: day. you ſhall be: /pe#atiſſimz. | 
You. ſhall no more deal with the hollow Dye, | 
Or the frail Card. No more be at charge. of keeping - 
The Livery-punk, for the young Heir, that muit 
Seal, at all Hours, in his Shirtt. No more, 
If he deny, ha' him beaten to'r, as he is 
That brings him the Commodity. No more . 
Shall thirit of Sattin, of the Covetous hunger 
Of Velvet Entrails,. for a rude-{pun Cloke, 
To be dilplaid at Madam 4uguſta's, make 
The Sons of Sword, and Hazzard fall before _ 
The Golden Calf, and on their Knees, whole Nights, 
Coimmir Idolatry with Wine, and Trumpets: 
Or go a feaiiing, after Dium and Enſign. 
No more of this. You ſhall ſtart up young Vice-r0is, 
And have your Punques, aud Punyuetees, my Suly. 
And uuto thee I ſpeak it firit, Be Rich. 
Within Y Sir. 


W here is mySubtle,there? Within hought! 
He'll come ta you, by an by. "T 
an, 
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Mam That's his Fire-drake, th 14 | 
'His Lungs, his Zephyrus, -he thatpufts his/Coals, 
Till he firk Nature up, in her own Center, 
You are ngt faithful, Sir. This night, I'll change 
All, that is Metal, in-thy Houſe, to Gold. 
And, eaily m the Morning, will I fend 
To all the Plumbers, and the Pewrerers, 
And buy their Tin, and Lead up: and to Lathbury, 
For all the Copper - fur, Whar, and turn that roo? 
Mam, Yes, and I'll purchaſe Deronſbire, and Cornwall, 
And make them perfect Indies! You admire now ? 
Sur. No faith, Mam. But when you ſee th' effetts 
of the great Medicine ! 
Of which one part projected on a huadred 
Of Mercury, or Venus, or the Moon, 
Shall turn it to as many of the Sun; 
Nay, to a thouſand, fo ad infinitum : 
You will believe me. Sur. Yes, wheu I ſee't, I will. 
Bur, if my Eyes do cozen me ſo (and L 
Giving 'em no occaſion) {ure I'll have 
A Whore, ſhall piſs **m our, next 2 1 Mam. Ha! Why ? 
Do you think, I Fable with you? I aſſure you, 
He that has once the flower of the Sun, 
The perfett Ruby, which we call Elixir, 
Net only can do that, but by it's Verrue, 
Can confer Honour, Love, Reſpect, long Life, 
Give Safety, Valour, yea, and Victory, 
To whom he will. In Eight and tweuty days, 
I'll make an old Man, of Fourſcore, a Child, 
Sur. No Coubt, he's that already. Mam. Nay, I mean, 
Reſtore his years, renew him, like an Eagle, 
To the fifth Age; make him get Sons and Daughters, 
Young Grants; as our Philo, ophers have done 
The agtient Pat:3arks afore the Flood) 
ut taking, once a Week, on a Knives Point, 
The quantity of a Grain of Mulitard of it : 
Become ſtout Marſes, and beget young Cupids. 
Sur. The decay 'd Veſtals of Pickt-hatch would thank 


you, 
That keep the Fire a-live, there. Mam. 'Tis the ſecret 
Of Nature, naturiz'd *gainit all InfeRions, 


Cures 
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Cures all Diſeaſes, eoming of all Cauſes ; 
A month's Grief ina day ; a.years in-twelve: 
And, of what Age foever, in a. month. 
Paſt all the Doſes of your drugging Doctors. 
I'll undertake, withal, to fright the Plague 
Out o' the Kingdom, in three Months. Sur. And I'll 
Be bound, the Players ſhall ſing your Praiſes, then, 
Without their Poets. Mam. Sir, I'll do't. Mean time, 
I'll give away to much unto my Man, 
Shall ſerve th' whole City, with preſervative, 
Weekly; each Houle his Doſe. and at the rate — 
Sur. As he that built the Water-work, do's with 
Warer ? 
Aam.Y ou are incredulous. Sur. Faith I have a Humour, 
I would not willingly be gull'd. Your Stone 
Cannot tranlwute me. Mam. Pertinax Surly, 
Will you believe: Antiquity? Records? + 
PI ſhew you a Book, where Moſes, and his Siſter, 
And Solomon have written of the Art ; 
I, and a Treatife penn'd by Adam. Sur, How ! 
Mam. O” the Philofapher's Stone, and in high Dutch. 
Sur., Did Adam write, Sir,in high Dutch? Mam. He did : 
Which proves it was the Primitive Tongue. Sur. W hat 
Paper £ | 
Mam: On Cedar Board. Sur. O that, indeed (they ſay) 
Will lait *gainit Worms. Ham.*Tis like your 112ſp Wood, 
*Gaini(t Cob-webs I have apiece of Faſons's Fleece, too, 
Which was no other than a Book of Alchemy, 
Writ in large Sheep-skin, a good fat Ram-vellam. 
Such was Pythagoras's Thigh, Pandora's Tub; 
And, all that Fable of Mzdeas Charms, 
The manner of our Work : The Bulls, our Furnace, 
Still breathing Fire: our Argenr-v:ve, the Dragon : 
The Dragons Teeth, Mercury Sublimare, 
That keeps the whiteneſs, bardnels, and the biting ; 
And they are gather'd into Jaſon's Helm, 
(TH 4!cmbick) and then low'd in Mars his'Field, 
And thence luvliar'd fo often, till they are fix'd. 
Both this, th' Heſperian Garden, Cadmus Story, 
Fove's Shower, the Buon of Midas, Argus ___ 
OCCACe 
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Boccacs his Demogorgon, thouſands more, 
All abſtrad Riddles of our"Stone... How. now ? 


ACT IL. SCENE IL. 
Mammon, Face, Surly. 


O we ſucceed ? Is our day come? and hold's it ? 
Fac, The Evening will ſet red upon you, Sir ; 
You have colour for it, Crimſon: the red Ferment 
Has done his Office, Three Hours hence, prepare you 
To ſee Projection. Mam. Pertmax, my Surly, 
Again, I ay to thee, aloud, Be Rich, 
This day, thou ſhalt have Ingots : and, to Morrow, 
Give Lords th* affront. Is it, my Zephyrus, right ? 
Bluſhes theBolrs-head? Fac. Like a Wench with Child,Sir, 
That were, but now, diſcover'd to her Maſter. 
Mam. Exceilent witty Lungs! My only care is, 
Where to get ſtuff enough now, to project on, 
This Town wHl not half ſerve me. Fac. No, Sir? Buy 
The covering off 0+ Church's. Mam. That's true. Fac. 
Let fem ſtand bare, as do their Auditory. (Yes. 
. Or cap %eni, new, with Shingles. Mam. No,good Thatch : 
Thatch will lye light upo* the Rafters, Lungs. 
Lungs, I will manuwit thee, from the Furnace ; 
I will reſtore thee thy Complexion, Puff, 
Loſt iu the Embers; and repair this Brain, 
Hurt wi* the Fume,o*® the Mertals. Fac.I have blown, Sir, 
Hard for your Worſhip ; thrown by mauy a Coal, 
When *twas not Beech; weightd thoſe I put in, juſt, 
To keep your heat ſtill even; Theſe Bleard-eyes 
Have wak*d, to read your ſeveral Colours, Sir, 
Of the pale Citron, the u Lyon, the Crow, 
The Peacocks Tail, the plumed Swan. Mam. And, laſtly, 
Thou halt deſcryed the Flower, the Sanguis 4gni? 
Fac. Yes Sir. Mam. Where's Maſter ? Fac. Atis Pray- 
ers, Sir, he, 
Good Man, he*s doing his Devotions, 
For the ſucceſs. Mam. Lungs, I will ſet a Period 
To all thy Labours : Thou ſhalt be the Maſter 
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Of my Scrag1:a.- Far. Good; Sir. Mam, But do you hear ? 
I*11 geld'youyE 2 pa Yes,"S ir. Mam. For! do mean 
To have a Lilt of Wives and Concubines, 

"—_ with Solomon, who. had the Stone 

Alike with me: 4nd'1 will tnake'me a Back © 

With the El;xzr, that ſhall be as tough 

As Hercules to encounter Fifty # night. 

Theart ſure thou ſaw*ſt it Blood? Fac. Both Blood ard 

" : Sprrie,, Sir. © . D 712 | 

Man. 'I will have all my Beds, blown up; not ſtuft : 
Down is too hard. And then, mine Oval Room 
Fall*d with ſuch-Piftures as Tiberius took 
From Elephantis, and dull Aretine 
But coldly imitated. Then, my Glaſles 
Cut in more fubril Angles, xo diſperſe, 

And multiply the Figures, as I walk 

Naked between my Succube. My Mitts 

I*11 have of Perfume, vapot*d *bout the Room, 
To lute our ſelves in; and my Baths, like Pits 
To fall into: from whence we will come torth, 
And rowl us dry in Gofſlamour and Roſes. 

(Is it arrivid at Ruby?) -— Where I ſpy 

A wealthy Citizen, os rich Lawyer, 

Have a ſublim 6 pure Wife, unto that Fellow 
I*11 ſend a thouland Puund, to be my Cuckold. 

Fac. And [ ſhall carry it ? Mam. No: I] ha* no Bawds, 
But Fathers and Muthers. They will do it belt, 
Beit of all others. And my Flatterers 
Shall be the pure, and graveſt of Divines, 

That I can get for Money, My meet Fools, 
Eloquent Burgefles, and then my Poets 

Tie ſame that writ ſo ſubtily of the Fart. 

Whom I will entertain 1till for that Subje&. 

The tew that would give out themlelves, to be 
Court and Town-ſtallions, and, each- where, belye 
Ladies, who are known moſt innocent, tor them 
Thoſe wall I beg, to make me Eunuchs of : 

And they ſhall tan me with Ten Eitrich Tails 

A piece, made jn a Plume, to gather Wind. | 
We will be brave, Puffe, now we ha* the Med*cine. 
My Meat ſhall all come in in 1:d:ian Shells, 
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Diſhes of Agat ſet in Gold, and ſtudded | 

With Emeralds, Saphirs, . Hyacinths, and Rubies. 

The Tongues of Carps, Dormife, and Camels Heels. 

Boil*d i* the Spirit of Sol, and diffolvid Pearl, 

(Apicins Diet, gainſt the Epilepſie) 

And I will eat theſe Broaths with Spoons of Amber, 

Headed with Diamaur, and Carbuncle. 

My Foot- boy ſhall eat Pheaſants, calver*d Saknons, 

Knots, Godwits, Lamprey*s : I my ſelf will have 

The Beards.of Barbels ferv'd, in itead of Salladsy -. 

Oil*d Muſhromes ; and the ſwelling unttuous Paps 

Of a. fat pregnant Sow, newly cur off, | 

D:eit with an exquiſite, and poynant Sauce; _ 

For which, If11l fay unto my Cook, There's Gold, 

(3o forth, and be a Knight. Fac. Sir, Ill go look 

A little, how it heighrens. Alam. Do. My Shirts 

{*]] have off Taffata-farſner, fott, and lighe 

As Cob-webs; and for all my other Rayment, 

} ſhall be ſuch as might provoke the Perſian, 

Were he to teach' the World, Riot anew. 

My Gloves of Fithes, and Birds-skins; perfum*d 

With Gums of Faradi/e, and Eaſtern Air— 
Qr. And dof you think to have the Stone, with this? 
Mam No, i dothink t* have all this, with the Stoxe 
Sur Why, I have heard, he muſt be homo frnug?, 

A Pious, Holy, and: Religious Man, | 

One tree from mortal Sin, a very Virgin. | 
Mam. That makes ky Sir, he is fo. But I buy it 

My venture brings it me. - He, honeſt Wrerch, 

A notable, ſuperſtitious, good Soul, 

Has worn his Knees bare, and has Slippers bald, 

With Prayer and Falling for ft : and, vir, let him 

Do* it alone. far mey- ftill; - Here he-comes.'+.: 

Not a prophane Word, afore him: Tis Poyſon. 


ACT UH. SCENE Ih 
Mammon, Subtte, Surly, Face. 


f Y-Ood morrow, Fatherg$#+:Gentle Son;goud morfow, 
Andtoyour FriengFhere. W hat is hegis with you? . 
:.* B Alam, 


LH % . 
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Mam. An Heretick, that I did bring along, 
. In hope, Sir, to convert him. Sub. Son, I doubt 
' Yo'are covetous, that thus you meet your time 
I the juit Point: prevent your day at morning. - 
This argues ſometliing, worthy of a fear 
. Of importune, and carnal Appetite. 
Take heed, you donot cauſe the Bleſſing leave you, 
With your ungovern'd haſte. I ſhould be ſorry 
To ſee my Labours, now e'en atipertection, 
. Got by long watching, aid large patience, 
ap where my love and zeal hath plac'd 'em, 
* Which (Heaven I call to witneſs, with your ſelf, 
To whomlT have pour'd my thoughts) in all my ends, 
. Have look'd no way, but unto publitk Good, 
To pious Uſes, and dear Charity, | 
Now grown a Prodigy with Men. Wherein 
"If you, my Son, ſhould now prevaricate, 
And, to your ownparticular Luſts, employ 
| So Great and Catholick a Bliſs, be ſure, 
A Curſe will follow, yea, and overtake 
Your ſubtle and moit ſecret way. Mam. I know, Sir. 
You ſhall not need to fear me. 1 but come, 
.To ha? you contute this Gentleman. Sur. Who is, 
. Indeed, Sir, lomewhat cauilive of belief 
Toward your Stone: would not be gull d. Sub. Well,San, 
_ All that I can convince him in, is this, 
The work is done: Bright Sol 1s in his Robe. 
We have a Med'cine of rhe triple Soul, 
- The glorified Spirit. Thanks be to Heaven, 
And make us worthy of it. Tim ſpiegcl. 
Fac. Anon, Sir. Sub. Look well tothe Regiller, 
And Jet your heart iti] leſſen by degrees, 
To the Aludels. Fac. Yes, Sit. Sub. Did you look 
O* the, Botts-head yet? Fac. Which, qn D. Sir? Swb. 1, 
What's the Complexion ? Fgc. Wuitiſh, Sub. Intule 
Vinegar, | | 
'To draw his volatile ſubſtance, and his Tinture : 
Aud let the Water in Gl/afs E. be feltrd, 
And put into the Gripes egg. Lute him well; 
And leave him clos'd in Salneo. Fac. I will, Sit. 


Sur. What a brave Language here is ? next to canng? 
oo u ” 
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Sub. Þ' have another work, you never ſaw, Son, 
That three days fince palit the 2: oſophers wheel, 
In the leat heat of Athanor ; and's become 
Stlphner o'Nature. Mam. Burt *tis for me? Sub. VVhat 
need you ? 
You have enough, in that is LN Alm! O, but——- 
Sub, VV WO this is covetife | ſam. No, 1 aſſure you 
I ſhall emp ploy it all in pious uſes, 
Founding of Colledges, and Grammar Schools, 
Marrying young Virgins, buildivg Hoſpitals, 
And now, and then, a Church. Sub. How now ? 
Fac. Sir, pleaſe you, 
Shall I nor change the felrre? Sub. Marry, yes. 
And bring me'the Complexion of Glaſs $. 
Mam. Ha' you another ? Sub. Yes, Sor, were I afſur's 
Your piety were firm, we would not want 
The means to glorifie it. But I hope the beſt : 
1 mean to tinct C. in Sand-heat, to merrow, 
And give hin Inhibition. Mam, Of white Oyl 7 
Sub, No, Sir, of red. F. is come over-the Helm tco, 
| thank my Maker, in S. Maries Bath, 
And ſhews Lac Virginis. Blefled be Heaven, 
I ſent you of his faces there calcin'd. 
Our of that Ca/z, Þ ha* won the Salz of Mercury. 
Aam. By powring on your retrf-d water? * 
Sub. Yes, and reverberating in Athanor, ; 
How now ? V V hat colour lays it? Arc. The ground 
wack, O1I, 0 
Mam That's your Crowes head e 
$7, X OUT Cocks-comb's, 1s't not 7 | 
Sub. No, *tis not perfect, would it were the*Crow. 
That work wants fomething. Sur. (O yLloch d wAL _ 
The Hay is a pitching.) Sub, Are WOE yott oy 
P their own menſtrues Fac Yes Yix ad Hen marr hoy | 
And pur *emiin a Folts-head, vipp's to iy 
According as you bade me, when I' ſer 
The Liquor of Mars to Circulation, 
In the ſame heat. Sb, The procels, then® Was right. 
Fac, Yes, by the token, Sir, the Retgrt brake, ' 
And what was fay'd, ' was prit intdthe Pcllcaue, 
Aud fgn'd With Hermes ng Sub, I tlitnk twas [0. 
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VVe ſhould have a new Amalgama. (Sur, O, this Ferret 
Is rank as any paging” Sub, Burt I care nor, 
Let him e'cn dye; we have enough beſide, 
In Embrion. H. ha's his white ſhirt on? Fac. Yes, Sir, 
He's ripe for incer ation; He iiands warm, 
In-his Aþ fire. I would net, you ſhould let 
Any dye now, if I might counſel, Sir, 
For lucks lake to the reſt, Ir is not good. 
Mam. He ſays right. Sm. I, are you bolted ? 
Fac. Nay, I know't, Sir, | 
TP have ſeen th'1ll Fortune. What is ſome three Ounces 
Of freſh materials? Mam.1st no more ? Fac..o more, Sir, 
Of Gold, r' Analgame, with ſome fix of Mercwy. 
Alam. Away, heie's Money. What will ſerve? 
Fac. Ack him, Sir, 
Mam, How much ? Sub. Give him Nine pound : you 
.may gi" him Ten. 


vw «.. . * FA 


Sur. Yes, 1'wenty,and be cazen'd,do. Mam. There ris. 7 
Syb, This needs not. . But that you will have it ſo, : 
+ To lee conc]uſions of all, For two F 
Of our interiour Works, are at fixation, 

A third is in aſcen/on. Go your ways. \ 
Ha” you ſt the Oil of Luna in Kemia? c 
Fac, Yes,Sir. Sub. And the Philofophers Vinegar, Fac. 1 
Sur, We hall have a Sallad. Maw. When do you f þ 
make Proz. Fion ? 1] 

Sub. Son, be not haſly, I cxal; our Aed"cine, 
By hanging him in Balneo vaporoſo, r 
And giving him foluzian; then coxpeal him ; A 
And then diffo/ce him; then again congeal him; . 
Far look, how vft I iterate the Work, © 
So many times I add unto his Vertue. » 
As, It at fit one Ounce couvert a hundred, [ 
After his ſecond looſe, he'N turn a thouſand ; V 
His thiid folution, ten; his fourth, a hundyed. 'n 
After His fitth, a thouland thouland Ounces I 
Of any imapeitect Metal, into pure A 
Silver or GolW, in all Examinations, _ - " 
As guod as any of the natural Mine. It 
(-r you your Stuff here againſt Afternoon, " 


Xeur Brais, your Pewter, and your Andiron:. 
? Mam, Nox thivle of. Jron ? 
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Sub, Yes, you may bing rhem too. 

We'll change all Metals. Sur. [ believe you ia that... 

Alam. Then 1 way ferd my Spits ? 

Sub, Yes, and your Racks, 

Sub. And D.ipp'ng-pans, and Pot-hangers, and 
Hooks ? 

Shall he not ? Szb. If he pleaſe Sur. To be an Aſs.: 
Sub, How, Sir! | 
Man... This Gent'man you muſt bear withal : | 

] told you, he had no Faith. Sur, And little Hope, Sir ; 

But much leſs Charity, ſhould I gull my elt. ; 
Sub, Why, what have you oblerv'd, Sir, in our Art, 

Scems [o 1.npoſlible ? Sir. But your whole Work, no mure.” 

Thar you ſhould hatch Gold in a Furnace, Sir, 

As they Co Eggs in Egypt! Sub. Sir, do you 

kelieve thar Eggs are hatch'd fo? Sur. If I ſhould ? 
Sub, Why, 1 think that the greater Miracle, 

No Ezg but diff-rs from a Chicken more 

] han Mctals in themſelves. Sur. That cannot be. 

The Egg's ordain d by Nature to that end, 

And is a Chicken in potentia. 

Sub The ſame we fay of Lead, and other Metals, 

W hich wuuld be Gold, if they had time. Mam. And that 

Our Art doth further, Sub. 1, for *twere abſurd 

To rhin+ thar Nature ja the Earth bred Gold 

Perte:t 1 the inilant Something went before, 

There mult be remote Matter. Sur. I, what is that ? 
Sub. Mar. y, we fiy — Mam I,now it heats: ſtand Father, 

Pound hiiitoy dult —- Sb It is, of the one part, 

A humid Exhalation, witich we call 

Materia [1quilta, or the untuous Water ; 

On th? other put, a certain craſs and viſcous 

Portion of Earth ; both which, concorporate 

I'o make the Elementary Matrer of Gold 

Which js not yet prep ta materia, 

bur commune ro a!l Merals, and all Stones: 


tor, wiere it 1s forſaken of that moiſture, 
An.! huh noe drinels, it becomes a Stune ;- 
W hee ir retains more of the humid farnefs, , 
It turns ro Su!phur, or to Quickſilver, 
Who are the Parents of all orher Mcrats.. 
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Nor can this remote Matter ſuddeuly 
Progreſs fo from extreme unto extreme, 
As to grow Gold, and leap o're all the Means. 
Nature doth firſt beget th' 1mperfect, then 
Proceeds ſhe to the perfect. ' Of that aiery 
And oily Water, Mercury is engendred ; 
Sulphur o* the fat and earthy part ; the one - 
(Which is rhe laſt) ſupplying the place of Male, 
The other of the Female, in all' Metals. | 
Some do believe Hermaphrodezty, 
That both do act and ſuffer. But theſe two 
Make the reit ductile, malleable, extenfive. 
And even an Gold they are; for we do find 
Seeds of them, by our Fire, and Gold in them; 
And can produce the /pecies of each Metal 
lore pertect thence, than Nature doth in Earth, 
RKeſtde, who doth not lee, in daily practice, 
Ait can beget Bees, Hornets, Beetles, Waſps, 
Out of the Carcafles and Dung of Creatwes ; 
tea, Scorpzons of an Herb, being rightly plac'd ? 
Ana thele are living Creatures, tar more perfect 
And excellent than Metals, Aam. Well faid, Father ! 
Nay, if he take you in hand, Sir, with an Argument, 
Ne'll bray you in a Mortar. Szr. Pray you, Sir, itay. 
Rather than I'll be bray'd, Sir, I'll believe 
Thar Alchemy is a pretty Kind of Game, 
Somewhat like Tricks o? the Cards, 10 cheat a Man 
Wirth charming. Sb. Sir? 

Sur, Whart elle are all your Terms, 
Wliercon no one o' your Writers 'grees with other f 
Ot your Elixir, your Lac vigins, 
X our Stone, your Aed'cine, and your Chryſofſperme, . 
Your Sal, your Sulphur, aud your Mercury, 
Your Oil of Height, your Tice of Life, your Blood, 
Your Alarcheſite, your Tutie, your Magneſia, 
Your Toade, your Crow, your Dragon, and your Panthay, 
Your Sn, your Moon, your Firmament, your Adropy 
Your Lato, Azoch, Zernich, Chibrit, Heautarit, 
And then'your Red Man, and your White Woman, 
With all your Broths, you: Menftrues, and Alateriats, 
Or Piſs and Feg-fbells, Womens Terms, Mans Blood, 


{{att 


T be Alchemiſt. 31 : 
Hair o'th' Head, burnt Clouts, Chalk, M.rds, and Clay, 
Iowder of Bones, Scalings of Iron, Glaſs, | 
And Worlds of othe: Rrange Ingredients, 
Wauld burſt a Man to naine ? Sub. And all thefe, nam'd, 
Intending but one thing 3' which Art our Writers 
Us'd to oblure their Art, AMam. Sir, fo I told him, 
Becauſe the ſimple Idiot ſhouldnor learn it, 
And make it vulgar. Sh. Was nor all the Knowledge 
Of the Agyprians writ in myitiok Symbols? 
Speak not rhe Scriptures oft in Parables ? 
Are uot the choiceſt F2bles of the Poets, 
That were the Fountains and firſt Springsof Wiſdom, 
Wrapt in perplexed All;govies? Mam. 1 urg'd that, 
And clear'd to him, that Syſiphus was damn'd 
To roll the ceailets Stone, only becauſe 
He would have ours common. Who is this? | Dol! is ſcene 
God's precious= W hat do you mean © Go in, good Lady, 
Let me intreat you, Where's this Varler? Fac. Sir? 
Sub. You very Kuave! do you uſe me thus? 
Fac, Wherein, 'Sir 7 | 
Sub, Go in, and ſee, you Traitor. Go. 
r! Mam. Who is it, Sit? - 
S»b. Nothing, Sir; Nothing. 
Mm, VVhar's the matter, good Sir ? 
I -have not ſeen you thus diitemper'd. ,VVho is't ? 
Sub, All Arts have ſtill had, Sir, their Adverſaries ; 
But ours the moſt ignorant. V V hat now? | Face returns. 
Fac. *'Fwas'nort my-faulr, Sir; ſhe would ſpeak wath 
Sub, V Vould ſhe, Sir? Follow me. (you 
Alam, Stay, Lungs. Fac. I dare not, Sir. | 
Aam, How ! Pray thee ſtay. 
Fac, She's mad, Sir, and ſent hither « 
Mam. Stay Man, what is ſhe 7 #ac. A Lords Siſter,Sir, * 
(He']}l be mad-too. Mam. I warrant thee.) 
V Vhy ſent hither ? 
r, Fac, Sir, to be cur'd. Sur. V Vhy Raſcal ! 
Fac, Loeyou.” Here, Sir. He goes outs 
. Mam. *Fore God, a Bradamante, a brave Piece. 
Sur. Heart, this is a Bawdy-houſe! P11 be burnt elſe, 
Aan, O, by this Light, no. Do not wrong him, H'is - 
Too lcrupulous that way. It is his Vice, 
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No, his a rare Phyſician, do him right, 
An excellent Paracelfian, and has done 
vtrange Cures with Alineral Phyfick. He deals all 
With Spirits, he. He will not hear a word 
Ot Galen, or his tedious Kecipe's. 
How now, Lungs! | [Face again, 
Fac. Softly, Sir, ſpeak ſoftly, I meant 
To ha” told your V Voiſhip all, This muſt not heaz. 
Alam. No, he will not begutl'd: let him alone. 
Fac. Y'are very right, Sir, ſhe is a molt rare Scholar, 
And is gone mad with ſtudying Braughton's V Vorks, 
If you but name a woid touching the Hebrew, 
She falls into her Fit, and will diſcourſe 
50 learnedly of Genealogies, 
As you would run mad too, to hear her, Sir. (Lun: s? 
Am. How might onedo 1” have conterence witli her, 
Fac. O, divers have run mad upon the conference. 
I do got know, Sir: I am ſent in haſte, 
To fetch a Viol. Sur. Be not gull'd, Sir Mammon, 
Mam. W herein? *Pray ye, be patient. 
Sur. Yes, as you are, 
And truſt confederate Knaves, and Bawds, and Whores, 
Mam. You are too foul, believe it. Come here, Ulen, 
Qae word. Fac.. 1 dare nor, in good faith: . 
Am, Stay, knave. 
Fac. H' is extream angry that you ſaw her, Sir. 
Mam:Dcimk that. W hat is ſhe when ſhe's out of her fit ? 
Fac, Q, the molt affableit creature, fir | fo merry !- 
So pleaſant ! ſhe'}] mount you up, like Quick-filrer, 
Over the Helms and circulate, like Oyl, | 
A very Vegeta!: Dilcoule of State, 
Of Methematicks, Bawdry, ay thing ——— 
Mam. Is ſhe no way acceſlible? no means, 
No trick, to give a mana taile of her — wit 
Or ſo? —— WHew, Fac I'll come to you again, Sir. 
Mam. Surly, 1 did not think, one 0o* your breeding 
Would traduce Perſonages of worth, Sur. Sir Epicure, 
Your friend to ule: yer, 1t3]l, loth to be-gulJ'd. 
I do.not like your Philoſophical Bawds. 
Their Stone is Letchery evough to: pay for, - 
Without this Bait, Man, *Heart, you abuſe your =y 


Dx F£zXAzCY*x, 


ws, dd hes, i i bd 4,4, * ce Sit 


', 


8, 
Iz 


The Alchemiſt. 33 


I know th2 Lady, and her Friends, and Means, 
The Otigiual of this Dilaſter. Her brother 
H'as cold me all* Sur. And yet you ne're {aw her 
Till now 7 Mam. O, yes, burl forgot. I have (believe it)- 
One o' the treacheiouſelt memories, I do think,. 
Ot all mankiad. $5. What call you her-biother ? 
Mam. My Lord — — | 
He w1i' not have his Name known, now-I-think on'r. 
Sur, A very treacherous memory ! Mam. O' my faith 
Sur, Tut, if you ha' it not about you, pals 1t,, 
Till we meet next. Mam. Nay, by this hand, *tis true. 
H-*'s one 1 houwour, and my Noble Fiiend, 
And I reſp? his houſe. Sus, Heart ! .can.it be, .. 
That a grave Sir, a rich, that has no need, . 
A wie Sir too, at other times, ſhould thus 
With his own Oath:, and Axguments, make hard means 
To gull hinlelf? And this be your Elixir, 
Your [aprs mizcyalas, aud your lunary, 
Give we.your honeſt trick, yet, at Primero, 
Or Gleek ; and take your. /utum ſapientis,, 
Your mwenſlruum ſimplex : 1'll have Gold Cefore-you, 
And with leſs danger of the Qnick-/ilver, 
Or. the hot Sulphur... 
Fac, Here's one from Captain Face, Sir, . [To Sully. 
Detire you meet him Y'.the Temtle-Church, 
Some haJf hour hence, and upon earneſt buſineſs. . 
Sir, if you pleaſe roquit us, now ; and-come 
, ; { He whiſpers Maminon, 
Again within.two-hours, you ſhall have 
My Malter bube examining o' the works . 
And I will ſteal you in unto the party, 
That you may lee her converle.. Sir, ſhall 1 lay, 
You'l}] meet the Captains Worſhip? Sz. Sir, L av ill. 
Fut, by Artorny, and to a ſecond purpole, 
Now, I am ſure, it is a Bawdy-houſe;  - 
I'll twear it, were the Marſhal here to thank me : 
The naming this Commande: duth confirm-it. 
Don Face! Why, I* is the moſt authenrick Dealer - 
I' theſe commodities ! The Suferinrendent 
To a!l.the quainter Trafhickers in Town. 
Fle 1s their //iror, and gots appoint, 
$ 
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V Vho lies with whom, and at what hour ; what price ;' 
VVhich Gown; atid in what Smock $5 what Fall; whar 
Him will I prove, by a third perſon, to find (Tyre. 
The Subtilties of this' dark Labyrinth: 
VVhich, if I do diſcover, dear Sir Mammon, 
You'll give your poor friend leave, tho' no Phiioſopher, 
To laugh: for you that are, 'tis thought, ſhall weep- 
Fac, Sit, He-does pray, you'll not torget. 
"Stir, I will not, Sy. 
Sir Epicure, I ſhall leave you? 
AMam,_ 1 follow you, ſtraight. 
Fac. Burt do lo, good Sy, to avoid ſuſpicion. 
This Gent'man has a par"lous head, 

Aam. Burt wilt thou, U LEN, 

Be conſtant to thy pronite ? Fac, As my life, Sir. 

Aam. Aud wilt thou inſinuate what.I. am? and 

praile me > 
And lay, IL am a noble Eellow ? Fac. O, what elſe, Sh ? 
And, that you'll make her royal, with the Stone,, 
An Emprels ;. and your lelf King of Bantam, 

Mam. Wilt thou: do rhis ? 

Fac. V.Villl, Sir ? Mam. Lungs, my Lungs! 

I lov: thee. Fac. Send your itutt, Sir, that my Maſter. 
May bulie himſelf. about. projeRion. 

Mam, Th' haſt witch'd me, Rogue : Take, go. 

Fac, Your Jack, and all, Sir. 

Mam. Thoy.art a Villain-—l will fend my Jack, 
And the V Veights too. Slave, I could bite thine Ear.. 
Away, thou.doit nat.care for me, Fac, Not: I, Sir ? 

Mam. Come, 1, was born to make thee, my good 

wealel, 
Set thee on a. Dtych, and ha' thee twurl a Chain 
| T_ the beſt Eords Viermine of 'em all. Fac. Away, 
ir, | 
Man. A, Count, may, a Count-Pajatine =. 
Fac. Good Sir, go. 
Alan. Shall not advance thee better : .no, nor faſler, 
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ACT I. SCENE-1IV. 


Subtle,” Face, Dol. 


As he bit? Has he bit? 
Fac. And ſwallow'd too, my Subtle. 
I ha' giv'n him Line, and now he plays, yfaith. 
Sub, And ſhall we twitch him? ' 
Fa. Thotow both the Gills. 
A wench 1s a rare bait, with which a man 
No ſooner's taken, but he itraight firks mad. 

Sub. Dol, my Lord Wha'ts'hums Siſter, you muſt now 

Bear your (elf ffatelich, Dol. ©, let me alone, 

I'll not forget my Race, I warrant you: | 

I'll keep my diſtance, laugh, and talk aloud ; - 

Have all the tricks of a proud ſcuryy _— 

And be as rude as her woman, Fac.,V Velltaid,Sangnine, 

Sub. But will he ſend his Andirons ? 

Fac. His Jack- too; 
And's Ingn ſhooing-hars: I ha' ſpoken to him, -V Vell, - 
I muſt nof loſe my wary Gameſter, yonder. 

Sub, O Monfieur Caution, that will not begull'd ? - 

Fac, I, if I canſtrike a fine hook into him, now, 
The Temple-Church, there I have eaſt mine Angle. 
VVell, pray tor me, T'll abouriir, 

Sub. V.V hat, more Gudgeons ! [ One knoeks. 
Dl, ſcout, ſcout; ſtay, Face, you muſt go to the door : 
Pray God it be my ubepr VVho isr, Dol ? 

Dol. I know him. not. He looks like a Gold-end-man. 

Sub, Gods fo! *tis he, he ſaid he would ſend. - - 

V Vhat call you him? Me 

The ſan#:ifred Elder, that honld deal 

For Mammon's Jack and Andirons} Let him in. 

Stay, help me off, fuſt; with my Gown: * Away 
Madain, to your withdrawi | Chamber. Now, 

In a new tune, -new geſture, but old language, 

This fellow is ſent from one-negotiates with me- 
About. the Stone too; for the boly Brethren 
Ot Amſtercam, the exil'd Saints: that hops © 
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"To raiſe their Difcipline by it. I muſt uſe him 
Ly.lume {}range. taſhzon, nouw, to make him admire m2. 


ACT IL. SCENEv.. 


Subtle, Face, Ananias. 


XK 7 Here. is my drugs. Fas. Sir. 
Sub Take away the Recipient; 
And redifie your Menſtrue from. the Phlegmas. 
Then pour it o' the &2l, in-the Cucurbite, 
And jet 'em. macerate; together. Fac. Yes, Sir. 
And fave the ground? Sub. No. Terra damnata: 
Muſt not haye entrance in the work VVho ate you* 
Ana, A faithſul Brothey, it it pleaſe you. 
Sub. V 'Vhat's, that ? [no ! 
A Lullianiſt? a Ripley? Filius artis% 
Can you ſublime and dulcifigf calcing?. h 
Know you-the Sapor Pontick,?, Sapor Styp tick ' 
Qr what is homogene, or heterogene ?. ' 
A014, 1 underitand no Heathen language,. truly. 
Sub. Heathen, you Knipper-Doling « Is 4rs Sacra,. 
Qr Chryſopeia, or Spagyrica, 
_ Or the Pamplyſick, or Panarchick knowledge, 

A. Heathen language ? Ana. Heathen Greek, L rake it.. 
Sub. How ? Heathen Greek ? a ; | 
Aua, Aillls Heathen bur the Hebrew. (him, 
Sub. Sirrah, my Varlet, ſtand you forth, and ſpeak tg 

E ike a Philoſopher - Aplſwer 1' the. lauguage. 

ame the Vexations, and the Martyrizations * 

Merals in the work, Ea. Sir, Pugrefation, ] 
Solution, Ablution, Sublimaiion, f 
Ghobatiqn, Calcination, Ceration, and, | 
Fixation, Ay is Heathen, Greek, to. you, now ? 1 
And when comes Vivification?, Fac, After Mortification. 7 

Sub. V,Vhat's Cohobatigu?. Eag..?Tis.the pouring on, W 
Your Aqua,&#gis, ang then drawing, him off, ] 
To the Tyne Cr. onus” x NN 1s? 
b bats, roper. g of Metals ?. 
Fas, Malleation. 
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Sub VVhat's your uiimuw ſupplicium auri ?: 
kac., Antimonium 
Sub This's Heathen Greek to you ? Aud what's your 
Mercury ? 
Fac. A vey fugitive, he will be gone, Sir. 
Sub How know you him? Fac. By his Viſcoſitie, 
His (Nontty, and his Suſcitability, 
$ub. How do you forms him ?. 
Fac, VVith tbe calce of Egg-ſhells, : 
VVhite Marble, Chalk Sub Your Magiſterinm, now ? 
V Vhar's that ? Fac. Shifting, Sir, your Elements, 
Dry into cold, cold inty muiit, moait into hot, hot jn- 
to Ury. 
Sub Thris's Heathen Greek to you till? | 
Your Lajts Philsſophteus? Fac, *Tis a Stone, and not 
A Stone; a Spirit, a Soul, and 4 Body: * 
VVhich if you do diſſolve, it is difaletd X 
If you coagularey it 1s roagulated ;, 
If you njake it ro fy, it Fieth Sb Enough. . 
This's Heathen,(veek, tg-you ?. V V hat axe you, Siu ? 
Ana. Pleaſe you, a. fervant af the Exil'd Brethren, . _ 
That deal with, V V.idows, and with Orphans Gcods; 
And make a Jult account unto. the Sajnts :. 
A Deacon Suh, O, yau are. ſent from Maliter V/Doleſome, 
Your Teachei* 4a: From Tribulation Wboleſome, 
Our very 2zalous Paſtor. Sub Gogd. 1 have 
Some Orplians Goggs to come here. 
Ana. Of what kind, 8&7, _ 
Sub. Pewter, and Bxals, Andirons, and Kitchin- ware, 
Metals, that we myſt uſe our Med'cine an : 


 VVYreticin the Brethren may have a penn'orth, 


For ready money. Ana. V Vere the Orphans Parents 
Sincere Irafeſſoars? \, ._ .\ | 
$ub. V ny do you ask ? Ana, Becauſe 
V.Ve then are ta deal jultly, and give (5n truth) 
Their utmoſt value. £ub. *Shd, you'ld cczen elſe, 
And if.their Parengs were not of the faithful ? 
L will, not trujt you, now I think on't, 
Till I ha' talk*d with yuus Paſtor, Ha* you brought meney 
To byy more Coals ?: | 
Hua, No, lwely. Sub, No? How ſo? 
Ara, 


—_—  —— cn 
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Ana. The Brethren bid me fay unto you, Sir, 
Surely, they will not venture any more, 

Till rhey may fee projetion, 

" Sub, How ! Ana, Yo# have had, 


For the Inſtruments, as Bricks, aud Lome, and Glaſſes, 


Already thirty pound ; and for Materials, 


They ſay,lome ninety more: And they have heard ance, 


Thar one, art Heidelberg, made it of an Egg, 
And a [mall paper of Pin-dult, 

Sub, V V hat's your Name ? 

Ana, My Name is- Ananias, 

Sub, Our, the Varlet 
That cozen'd the Apoſtles | Hence, away, 
Flee Miſchief ; had your holy Conſittory 
No Name to ſend me, pf another ſound, 
Than wicked 4nanias? ſend your Elders 
Hither, to make attonement tor you, quickly, 


And gi* me fatisfattion ; or ontgoes 


The fre: and Jown 'th* MembeRs, and. the fornace. | 


P;ger Henricts, or What not.” Thou wretch, 
Both Sericon;, 4nd Brfo, ſhall'be loſt; 


Tel} *em. © All hope of rooting our the Biſbops, | 


Or th* Ant ichriſtian' Hiermchy ſhall periſh, 

If they ſtay threefcore ininutes. [The Aquetty, 
Terreity, and Snlphureity \ an * 
Shall run rogether again, and all be annull*d, 
Thou wicked Ananias. This 'will fetch *%m, 
And make *em haſte towards their gulting more. 
A man mult deal like a rough Nurſe, and fright 
Thoſe that are fioward to an appetite. 


ACT 11. SCENE VI. 
Face, Subtle, Drugger. 
H* bufie with his Spirits, but we*!l apon him. 


Sub, How now! VVhat mates ? hat Baiards 


have we here? 


Pac, I told you, he would be furious: Sir, here*s Nah, 


Has brought yauanother piece of Gold to look on: 


(VVe 
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{VVe muit appeale him. Give it me) and prays you, 
You would deviſe ( what is ic Nah?) Dru. A lign, Sir. 


Fac, I, a good lucky one, a thriving fign, Doctor, 

Sub, I was deviſing now. 

Fac. (Slight, do not fay lo, 

He will repent he ga* you any more. 
VVhat ſay you to his Conſtellation, Dottor ? 
The Ballance ? 

Sub, No, that way is ſtale, and commore. 

A Townſman born in Taurus, gives the Bull ; 

Or the Bulls-head : In Aries, the Ram, 

A poor device, No, I will have his Name- 
Form'd in ſome myſtick Character ; whole Rad, 
Srriking the Senles of rhe paſlers by, 

Shall, by a virtual influence, breed affections, 
That may reſult upon the party owns it : 

As thus — Fac. Nab! 

Sub, He firit ſhall have a Bell, that*s Abel; 
And by .it ſtanding one whoſe Name is Dee, ' 
Ina Rug Gown ; there's D, and Rug, tharts Ding! 
And 1ight anenit him a Dog ſnarling Er ; 
There's Drugger, Abel Drugger, That's his ſign, 
And here's now Myſtery, and Hiergglyphick | 

Fac. Abel, thou art made. 

Dru. Sir,' I do thank his V Vorſkip, 

Fac. Six ofthy legs mare will not do it, Nas. 
He has brought you a Pipe of Tobacco, Dottaor, 

Dru, Yes 'olr: 

I have another thing I would impart 

Fac. Out with it, Nab, 

Dru. Sir, there is lodg*d, hard by me 
A rich young V Vidow— Fac. Good ! a bona roba ? 

Dru. But Nineteen at the moſt. 

Fac, Very. good, dbel. 

Diu, Marry, ſhfis not in faſhion yet ; ſhe wears- 
A hood ; but *t ſtands acup. Fac. No matter, Abel. 

Dru. And 1 do now and then give her a fucus— 

Fac. V Vhat! doſt thou deal, Nab? 

Sub, L did tell you, Captain. , 


Dru. And Phyſick too lometime, Sis: for which ſhe 
| VVith 


trults me 


40 The Alchemiſt. 
W ich all her mind. She's come up here of purpoce 
To learn the Faſhion. | 
Fac. Good (iis match too!) om, Nab. 
Dru. And (be do's itrangely long ro know her fortune. 
Fac. Gods lid, Nab, fend her to the Doctor hither. 
Dru. Yes,l have ſpoke to her of his Worſhip altcady.: 
But ſhe's afraid it will be blown abroad, 
Aud hurt her Mwriage, Fac. Hurt it? *Tis the way 
To heal it, it 'twere hurt ;-ro make it more 
Follow'd and fought : Nab. thou ſhalt tell her this. 
She*l1l be mote Kkiown, more talkid of ; aud your Wix- 
dows 
Are eter of any price tall they-be famous ;. 
Their Houour is their multitude of Suitors: 
S-nd her, it may be thy good fartune. W hat ? 
Thou doit not know, Dru. No, Sir, ſhe*11l never marry : 
Under a Knight. Her Brother has mage a Vow. 
Fac, What, and dolt thou dilpair, my little Nah, 
Knowing what.the D.ctor has ſet down for thee, 
And ſeeing ſa many of the City dubb*d ? 
One Glaſs of thy water, with a Madam, I know 
Will have it done, Nak Whats her Brother ? a Knight? 
Diu. No, Suit, a Gentleman newly warm. in his laud, 
Sir 1 
Scarce cold in his one and twenty, that dots govern. 
His Siiter here; -and is a man hiulelf | 
Of ſome thzee. thouſand. a year, and.is come up - 
1o learn re quarrel, and. to live by his Wits, 
And will go down again, and die #. the Countrey. . 
Fac. How! to quarrel ? 
Dru. Yes, Sir, to. carry Quarrels, 
As GaHants do, and. manage *em by Line. . 
Fac *Slid, Nab! The Dottor is the only man: 
In Chriftendom tor him. He has made a Table,. 
Wirh Math.matical Demonttrations, 
Touching the Art of CQuarrels. He wall give him . 
An In{trument to quarzel by. '- Go, bring *em bork,... 
Him and his Siiler... And, for thee, with hex 
The Doctor happ'ly may perſwade, Go 10. 
«Shat give his Worſhip a new Damask Suit . 
Upon the premiſles, . | 
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Lb. O, good Captain Fac. He ſhalt, 
He is the honeſteiſt fellow, Doctor. Stay nor, 
No Otters, bring the Damask, and the: Sarees: 
Diu. I I try my power, 'Sir. 
Fac. And thy wall too, Nah. 
Sub. *Tisgcod Tobacco, this! what is't an Ounce ? 
Fac. Hebil ſend you a pound, Dotor, 
 $ub, O, no. Fac: He wiil do't. 
Jt 15 the goodeſt Soul. Abel, abour it. 
(Thou ſk: It know more anon. A way, be gone.) 
A mile1able Rogue, and lives with Cheeſe, 
And bas the worms, That was the Caufe indeed 
Why he came row, He dealt withr rue 3n-private, 
To get a Med*cine for *em. 
*ub And ſhall, Sir. This works. | 
Fac. A wife, a wite for one on us, my dear Sub/le: 
We*ll efne draw lots, and he that tails, ſhall have 
The more in Goods, the other has in Tail, 
*rb. Rather the leſs. For the may be ſo light 
She may want Giains. | 
Fac. I, or be ſuch a burden, | 
A man would ſcarce endure her for the whole. : 
Sub. Faith, belt let's lee her firſt, and then determane. 
Fac, Content. But Dol mult ha* no breath ont. 
*ub. Mum. 
Away, you to your Surly yonder, catch him. 
Fac. *Pray God I ha* not itaid too lung. 
Sub. I fear it. | | 


» — 


ACT II. SCENE IL. 


Tribulation, Ananias. 


Heſe chaſtiſements are common to the Saints, 
And luch rebukes we of the ſetaration 
Muſt bear, with willing ſhoulders, as the trials 
Sent forth to rempt our fiailties. 
Ana. In pure Zcal 
I Go not like tht man, He is a Heathen, 


And 
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And ſpeaks the Eanguage of Canaan, truly. 

T:i. I think him a prophane perſon indeed. 

Ana. He bears | 
The viſible mark of the Beaſt in his fore-head. 
And for his fone, it is a work of darknetfs, - 
And with Philoſophy blinds. the. eyes of man. 

Tri, Good Brother, we muſt bend unto all means 
That may give furtherance to the holy __ 

Cauſe 


Ana. W hich his cannort,; The ſand#ific 
Should have a ſauftified Courſe, 
Tri. Not always neceſſary : 

The Children of Perdition are oft-times 
Made Initruments even of the greateit works. 
Beſide, we ſhould give ſomewhat to mans nature, 
The place he lives in, Mall abovr the fire, 
And fume of Merals, that intoxicate 
The braii! of man, aud make him prone to Paſſion, 
Where have you greater Atheiſts than your Cooks ? 
Or more propnane, or cholerick, than your Glals-men ? 
More Ant:ichriſtian than your Bell-tounders ?. 
' What makes the Devil to devillih, 1 would-ask you, 
$athan, owr common Enemy, but his being | 
Perperually about the fire, and boiling __ 
Brimſtone and Ar/nick? We muit give, I lay, 
Vnto rhe motives, and the itirrers up 
Of Humors in the blood. It may be lo. 
When as the work is done, the ſtone 1s mage, 
This heat of lis may turn into a Zeal, < 
And itand up for the beauteous diſcipline, - 
Againit the menſfruous Cloth, and Rag of Rome, 
We mull await his calling, and the coming _ 
Ot the good Spirit, You keg fault, t*upbraid hin 
With the Brethrens bleſiing of Heidelberg, weighing 
W hat need we have ro haiten on the work, 

For the relloring of the /ilexcd Saints, 

W hich never witlt be, but by the Philoſophers Stone. 
Anda ſoa learned Elder, one of Scotland, 

Aſlur'd me; Aurum potabile being 
The only Med*cine, for the civil Magilitrate, 
T<incline him to a teeling of rhe Cauſe; 
And mult be daily us*d in the Dilcaſz. 
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Hua I have ner edified more, truly, by Man ; 
Not ſince the beautiful light firit fone on me : 
And I am ſad my Zeal hath fo offended. 

Ti. Let us call on him then. 

Ana. The motions good, 


And of theSpuit; I willknock fiſt : Peace be within. 


ACT WI. SCENE II. 


Subtle, Tribulation, Ananias. 


Are you come? *Twas time, Your threeſcure 


minutes 
Were at Jait thread, you ſee; ant down had gone 
Furms acedie, Turris ct3 culatoriug ; 
Lembex, Bolts-head, Retort, and Pellicane 
Had all been cinders. Wicked A4nanias | 
Ait thou return'd ? Nay then, it goes down yet. 
Tri. Sir, be appealed, he is come to humble 
Himſfelt in Spirit, and to ask your patience, 
If roo much Zeal hath carried him alide 
From the due path. Sub, Why, this doth qualifie ! 
Tii. The Brethren had no purpoſe, verily, 
To give youll the leaſt Grievance ; but are ready 
To lend their willing hands to any project 
The Spit and yuu girect, O 
Sub. This ovalifies more ! 
Why, thus it ſhould be, now you underſtand. 
Have I cilcours'd to unto you of out Stone, 
And of the good ther it ſhall bring your Caule ? 
Shew*d you, (beſide the main of hiring Forces - 
Abroad, drawing the Iollanders, your Friends, 
From th* Indies, to ferve you, with all their Fleet) 


That even the naed©cinal uſe fhall make you a Faction, 


And Part, in the Realm? As, put the cale, 
That lome great mann State, he. have the Gout, 
Why, you bu: fend thiee-drops of your Elixii, 


You help, hin ftraight: there you have made a friend, 


Another hu: the Pallie, or the Drophe; 
He takes oft your 11cumbullible tlutt, 
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He*s yourg again: there you have made a friend. 
A Lady that 3s paſt the feat of- body, 
Tho* not of mind, and hath her Face decay*d 
Beyond all eureof Paintings, you reftore 
With the Oyl of Talek; there you have made a fiiend.; 
And all her friends. a Lord thar is a' Leper, 
A Knight that has the Bone-ach, or a Squire 
That hath: both theſe, you make *m ſ:nooth and ſound, 
With a bare fricace of your Med*cine: ſtill _. 
You increaſe your friends. 
Tri. I, *tis very pregnant. 
®ub. And then the tuning of this Lawyer's Pewter 
To Plate at Chriſtmas ——— -* ; 
Ana. Chrift-tide, 1 pray you. 
Sub. Yet Ananias ? 
Ana. I have done. Sub. 'Or changing 
His parcel gilt to maſſie Gold. You cannot 
Bur raiſe your friends. Withal, to be of puwer 
To pay an Army in the field, ro buy 
The King of France out of his Realms, or Spain 
Out of his Indies. What can you not du 
Againſt Lords ſpiritual or temporal, 
That ſhall oppone you? 775i. Verily tis. true. 
We may be temporal Lords our ſelves, 1 rake it. 
Sub. You may be any tliing, 2nd leave off to mak? 
Long-winded Exerciſes : or fuck uþ 
Your hayand hum, in a tune. I not deny, 
Bur ſuchas are not graced in a Stare, 
May, for their Ends, be adverſ: in Religion, 
And get a tune to call the Flock togerner : 
Fot (to fay ſuoth) a'tune does much with women, 
And other pialeginatick people, it is your Bell. 
£14. Bells are prophane 2 a tune way be religious, 
Sub, No warning with you? Then farewell my par 
- Uiciice, 
light, it ſhall down: I will not be thus tontui'd. 
3-1. | pray you, $ir. 
Sub. 411 ſhall periſh. I have ſpoke it. 
Tri. Let me find Grace Sir, in your eyes; the many 
He liands corre-ted : neither did his zeal 
(But as your ſelf ) allow a tune lomewhere. | 
Which 
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Which now being to'ard the Stone, we ſhall not nee, 


14, No, nor your holy V izard, to win widows 
To give you Legacies; or make zealous wives 
To rob their husbands for the Common Cauſe : 
Nor take the ſtart of Bonds broke bur one day, 


And ſay, they were forfeited by Providence. 


Nor ſhall you need o're night to eat huge meals, 
To celebrate your next days Fall the verter : 
The whilit the Brerbren and rhe 04 humbled, 


Abate the ſtiffneſs of the fleth, 


Before your hungry Hearers ſcrupulous Bones z 
As whether a Chriſtian may hawk or hunt, - 


Or call 


Or whether Matrons of the Holy Aſſembly 


May lay their Hair out, or wear 


Ana. It is indeed an Icol. 
Tri. Mind him nor, Sir. 


I 60 command thee, Spirir-(of zeal, but trouble) 
To peace within him. Pray you, Sir, go on. 


ublets ; 
Or have that Idol Starch about their Linnen. 


Sub. Nor ſhall you need to lib-1 'gainut the Prelater, 


And ſhorten fo your Faris againit the hearing 
Of the next wire-drawn Grace, Nor ot neceſlity 
Rail againſt Plays, to pleaſe the Alderman, 


W hoſe daily Cur ard yuu devour, 


With zeaJuus Rage rill you are hoarle, 
Of thele ſo bngular Arts. Nor call your felves 


Nor lie 


By Names of Tribulation, Perſecution, 


Reftraiut, Lorp-Paticnce, and ſuch like affected 


B; the whole tamily, or wood of 
Only for Glory, and to catch rue 


Ways that the G-dly Brethren have invented 


you 
ar 


Ot the Diſciple. Tri. Truly, Sir, they are 


For propagation of the Glorious Cauſe, _ 
As very nutable means, and whereby alfo 


Themiclves grow foon, and profitably tamous, 
Sub. O, but the Stone, all's idle to't! noti;in; | 


The Art of Angels, Natures Miracle, 
The Diviue Secret that doth fly in Clouc's 
From Eaſt to Feſt; and whole tradition 


Is nor from Men, but Spirus. 
Hua. | hate Tiadnion: 


Not one 


; \ 
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I do not truſt them—— Ti, Peace. 
Ana. They are Popifs, all. 
I will not peace. I will not —= Tri, Jnanias, 
Ana. Pleale the prophane, to grieve the godly: 1 
_ amay nor. 
Sub. Well, 4namas, thou ſhalt over-come. 
Tri: It is an ignorant zeal that haunts him, Sir. 
But truly, elſe, a very taithtul Brother, 
A Botcher: and a man, by revelation, 
That hath a competent knowledge of the tzuth. 
Sub. Has he a competent ſum there 1' the Bag 
To buy the Goods within ? I am made Guardian, 
And ault, tor Charity and Conſcience ſake, 
Now lee the molt be made for my poor (iphan : 
Tho? I defire the Brethren too, good Gainers, 
There they are within, When you have view'd, and 
bought 'em, 
And tane the Inventory of what they are, 
They are ready for Projetion; there's no more 
To do: Caſt on the Med'cine, fo much Silvet 
As there 1s Tin there, {ov much Gold as Brals, 
I'll gi” it you in by weight. Tr:. But how leng time, 
Sir, wuſt the Gints expect yet? Szb, Let me lee, 
How's the Moun now ? Eight, nine, ren days h2uce 
He will be Ser Potate; then three days 
Befure he Cit1bni/e : ſome fifteen days 
The Magiſterium will be perfected. | 
Ana. About the tecond Gay of the third week, 
In the niath month? $1b, Yes, my good Anuanias. 
Tri. What will the Orphans Goods aiile ro, think 
you ? 
Fub. Some hundred Marks, as much as fill'd tiuee 
Cars, 
Unlided now: you'll niake fix Millions of 'em, 
But T mniſt ha* more Coals laid in, "has 
Tri. How! Sub. Another Load, | | 
And then we have finiſh'd. We, muſt now incteaſle | 
Our fire to Tgms ardens, we are palt 
Fimus equinus, Balnei Cineris, 
And all thoſe lenter heats. If the holy Purſe 
Should with this draught tall Tow, and that che Saints 
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Do need a prelent ſum, I bave a trick 

To melt the Pewter, you ſhall buy now, inſtantly, 
And with a tincture make you as good Dutch Dollars 
As any are in Holland, Tri. Can you fo? 

Sub, I, and ſhall *bide the third Examination. 

Ana. It will be joyful tidings to the Brethren, 

Sub, But you mult carry it lecret. Tr. I, but Nay, * 
This att of coyning, is it lawful? Ana. Lawful ? 

We know no Magittrate. - Or, it we did, 
This 's forreign Coin, | 
Sub, It 1s no cojnang, Sir, 
It js but caſting. Ti. Haf you diſtinguiſh well. 
Caiting of Money may be lawful. Anas. 'Tis, Sir, 
Tri Truly, I take at ſo. 
$ub, There 1s no ſcruple, 
Sir, to be made of it; believe Ananias: 
This Cale oft Conſcience he is ſtudied in. 

Tri. I'll makea queſtion of it to the Brethren. 

Ana. The Brethren ſhall approve ir lawful, doubt not. 
Where ſhall ir be done ? 

Sub, For that we'll ralk anon. [ Anock without. 
There's ſome to ſpeak with m:. Go in, I pray you, 
And view the parcels. That's the Inventory. 

I'll come to you itrazight. Who is it? Face! Appear. 


ACT WI. SCENE IIL 
Subtle, Face, Dol. 


Ow now ? Good Prize? 
Fac, Good Pox ! Yond' cauſtive Cheater 
Never came on. Sub. How then ? 
Fac I ha* walk'd the round 
Till zow, and no ſuch thing. 
Sub, And ha? you quit him ? 
Fac, Quit him ? an hell would quit him too, he were 


happy. 
'Slight would you have me ſtalk like a Mill-Jade, 
Al day, tor one that will not yield us Grains 7 


4 know him of old. Sub. O, but to ha* gull'd _ > 
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| Had been a maiſtiy. Fac. Let him go black Boy, 
And tun thee, that fone freſh news may poſfel(s thee. 
A Noble Count, a Don of Spain (my dear 

Delicious Compeer, and wy Party-bawd ) 

W ho is come. hither, ptivate for his Conſcience, 
And brought Munition with him, fix great Sloops, 
Bigger than * hree Dutch Hoys, belide round trunks, 
Furniſh'd with Piltolets, and Pieces of Eight, 

Will {treight be here, my Rogue, to have thy Bath, 
(Thar is the colour) and to make this Battry 

Upon our Dol, our Calitle, our Cinque- Port, 

Our Dover Pire, our what thou wilt. Where is ſhe 2 
She mult prepare Perfumes, delicate Linnen, 

The Bath in chief, a Banquet and her Wir, 

For ſhe muit milk*his Epididyms, 

Where is the Dozy? Sub. I'll fend her to thee : 

Ang but diſpatch my Brace of litile John Leydens, 


And come again my {elf. Fac. Are they witRia then? 


. Sub, Numbring the fum, Fac. How much? 
$1h, A hundred Marks, Boy. Kc v1 
. Fac. . Why, thi>'s a lucky day! Ten pounds of 
Mamnon \ | 
Three ov” my Clark ! A Portague o' my Crocer ! 
THis o' 1he Brethren! betide Revertions, 
And States to cone 1* the Widow, and my Count! 
My ſhare to day will not be;bcught tous forty,-— 
Dol. Whar ? | | 
ac. Pounds, dainty Doro/Gee, art thou ſo near ? 
Dl, Yes, fay Loid General, how fares our Camp ? 
Fac. As with the few that had intrencit'd themſelves 
Sate. by rhcir Dilcipline, againit a world, Dol ' *” 
And laught'd within thole Trenches, and grew fit |! 
With thinking on the: Booties, Dok, biawyht in 
Daily. by their tmall Parties, Thus dear huus 
A -doughty Don 15 taken with my D341" !. | 
And thou maalt make his Ranlom:what thou wir,: 
My Donſabel: He ſhall. be braught.hereterter'd 
With thy fair looks before he fees thee; andithrown 
'1n a Down-bed. as dark as any Dungeon 
W izere thou ſhalr keep him waking with thy Drum; 
Thy Drum, my Uo! ; rhy Drumy till he be tame; - L 
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As the poor Black-birds were i* the great Froſt; | 

Or Bees are with a Baſon;, and fo' hive him * 

© the Swan-skin Obverlid, and Cimbrick Sheets, 

Till he'work Honey'and Wax! my little Gods-gift- 
Dol. What is he, General ? Fac. An Adalantado, 

A Grandey Girls 'Was not my Dapper here yer? 

Dol. No. Fac. Nor my Drugper : 

Dol. Neither... Fac. A Pax on 'em, «+» 

They are fo long 'a furniſhing! Such Stinkards 
Would not be ſeen upon thele teſtival days. 
How now !- ha" youu done ? " 

ub. Done. , They are gone. The Sum 
Is here in bank, my Face, T would we knew 
Another Chapman now would buy *em our-right. 

Fac *Slid, Nab' ſhall do*t againit he ha* the widow, 
To furniſh houſhold:; ' Sb; Excellent well thought on. 
Pray God he come, "Fac. I pray he Keep away 
Till our new buſineſs be-otre' paſt." - Sr, Blit, Face, 
How cam*it thou by this Secret Don ? , Fac. A Spirit 
Brought me rh* intelligence in a paper here," 

As I was conjuring yonder in my Curcle , 

For Surly, I ha* my Flies abroad. Your Bath 

Is famous, £1btle, by my means. Sweet Dol, 

You muſt go tune your Virginal,- no lofing 

O+ rhe leaii rime. And do you hear ?. good attion, 

Firk, like a Flounder ; kals, like a Scallop, cloſe : 

And tickle him with thy Mather tongue. His great 

Verdazofþip has not a jot of Language: 

50 much rhe eaſter to be cozen'd 5 my Dolly, 

He will come here in a hir*d Coach, obſcure, 

And our own Coach-man, whom I have ſent as Guide, 

No creature elfe, Whod's that ? (Oneknocks. 
$1b, It, is not he ! - 

Fac, O noy nor yet this hour. 

Sb, Who'is*t? Dol. Dapper, 

Your Chark, Fac. God's will then, 2neen of Fairy, 
On with your Tyre; and, Doctor, with your Robes. 
Let's. diſpatch him tor God's ſake. £1b. *Twill be long, 

Fac. 1 warrant you, take bur the Cres 1 give you, 

It ſhall be briet enough. Slight, here are wore ) 
C Abel, 
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el, and I think the angry Boy, the Heir, 
That fain would quarrel. | 
Sub. And the Widow? Fac. No, :; 
Not that I ſee. Away. O, Sir, you are we'come. 


ACT I]. SCENE Iv. 
Face, Dapper, Drugger, Kaſtril. 


He Dodtor is within a moving for you ; 
(I have had the amoit ado to win him to it ) 
He ſwears. you'll be the dearling of the Dice : 
He never heard her Highneſs dote till now (he ſays.) 
Your Aunt has giv*n you the moſt gracious words 
That can be thovght on. Dap., Shall I ſee her Grace? 

Fac, See her, and kiſs her too. -W hat, honeſt Nab! 

ney brought the Damask?. Nah. No, Sir, lere*s To- 
_bacco. | 

Fac. "Tis well done, Nah: Thou'lt bring the Damask 

too'! 

Dru. Yes, here*s the Gentleman,Captain, Maſter Aaftril, 
I have brought to lee the Douttor. 

Fac. Where's the widow ? 

Dru. Sir, as he likes, his Siſter Che ſays) ſhall come. 

yo Os TE it lo ? 'Good time. Is your Name AKa- | A 

1il, Sir 

XKaſ. 1, and the belt of the Kaſtrils, 141d be ſorry elſe, | H 
By fifteen hundred a year. Where is this Doctor ? St 
My mad Tobacco-boy, here, tells me of one 
That can do things. Has he any Skill ? Fac Wherein,Sir? 

Kaſ. To carry a bufineſs, manage a Quarrel fairly, 
Upon fit terms. Fac, It ſeems, Sir, yo* are but young || Ar 
Abour the Town, that cau make that a Queſtion ! Is 

Kaſ. Sir, nor ſo young, but I have heard ſome ſpeech | W 
Of the angry Boys, and feen *em take Tobacco 
And in his Shop: And I can take it too. 

And I would tain be one of *em, and go down En; 
And practile i* the Countrey. Fac. Sir, for the Ducllo, Up 
The Doctor, I aſſure you, ſhall inform you, Y 

of © 
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To the leaſt ſhadow of a hair: and ſhew you 
An Inſtrument he has of his own making, 
Wherewith noſooner ſhall you make report 
Of any Quarrel, bur he will rake the height on 
Moſt inſtantly, ard tell'in what degree 
Of Safety ir lies in, or Mortality. 
And how it may be born, whether in a Right Line 
Or a Half Circle; or may elſe be caſt 
Into an Angle blunt, if not acute: 
All this he will demonſtrate. And then, Rules 
Togive and take the Lie by. Xaſ. How? to take it? 
Fac, Yes, in Ohique he*ll ſhew you, or in Circle; 
But never in Diameter, The whole Town 
Study his Theoremes, and diſpute them ordinarily : 
At the eating Academies. Ki. Bur does he teach 
Living by the wits too? Fac. Any thing whatever. 
You cannot think that Subtilry but he reads it, 
He made me a Captain. I was @ ſtark Pimp, 
_ o* your ſtanding, *fore I met'with him : iT 
t i* not two months fince. 1411 te#t you his method : 
Firſt, he will enter you at ſome — | 
Kaſ. No, 111 not come there, You ſhall pardon: me. 
Fac. For why, Str? 
Kaſ. There's gaming there, and tricks. 
Fac. Why, -would you be 
A Gallant, and not game? Xaſ. I, *twill ſpend a man. 
Fac. Spend you ? Ir will repair you when youare ſpent. 
How do they live by their wits there, that have vented 
vis. times your Fortunes ? 
Aaſ. What, three thouſand a year |! 
Fas. I, forty thoufand. 
Kaſ. Are:there ſuch ? Fac. T, Sir, | 
And Gallants yet. - Here's a young Gentleman 
Is bort ro nothing, forty Marks'a year, 
Which I count nothing.;' +H&'is to b- initiated,” 
And have'z:fe 4* cthe-Dbitor, © He will'win you - 
By unrefiltable luck,* withitr this tortaight, © 
Enough to buy a Barony, - They will ſer him 
Upmoit at the Groom Porrers'a}t the Chriſtmas! 
Aud for the whole year through at every place 
_ C 2 Where 
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Where there is-play; preſent. him with the Chair ; 
The beſt a kg the beit Drink; ſometimes 
Two Glaſſes of Canary, and pay nothing 

The pureſt Linnen, and the ſharpeit Knite, 

The Parnrida next his Trencher : ' and lomewhere 
The dainty Bed, in private, with the dainty. 

You ſhall ha* your Ordinaries bid for him, 

As Play-houfes for a Poet ; and the Maſter 

Pray him aloud to name what Diſh he affects, 
Which muſt be butrer*d, Shrimps : . aud thoſe that drink 
To no mouth elſe, will drink to his, as being 

The goodly, preſident Mouth of all the Boaid. 

AKaſ. Do you not gull one? 

Fac. *Qd*s my life * Do you think ir? 
You:ſhall have a cait Commander, (can but get 
In credit with a Glover, or a Spurrier, 

For ſome two pair of .cither's ware, afore. hand}. 
Will, by moſt ſwift Paſts dealing with him, | 
Arrive at competent means yo keep himſelf, 

His Punk, and naked Boy, in excellent taſhion, 


And be admir*d fort.  Xaſ. Will the Doctor teach this ?. 


Fac. He will do mare, Sir, when your: Land is gone, 
{as men of Spirit hate to keep Earth Jong) 
In a vacation, when ſmall money is ſtirring, 

And Oidinaries ſuſpended till the Term, " 
He*ll ſhew a perſpective, where on one ide ry 
You ſhall behold the Faces and the Perſons | 
Of all ſufficient young Heirs in Town, 

Whofe Bonds are currant for Commodity ; 

On th* other ſide, the Merchants Forms, and others, 
Fhat without help of any ſecond Broker, | 

(Who would expett a ſhare) will truſt ſuch parcels. 

In the third Square, the very Street, and Sign | 
Where the Cammadity dwells, . and does but wait 

To þe deliver%d, be it Pepper, Sope, | 

Hops, or Tobacco, Oat-meal, Wood, or Cheeſes. 

All which you may fo handle, to enjoy 


To your own uſe, and never itand oblig*d. i 
S 


Kaſ. I*faith.! Is he ſuch a Fellow ? 


.Kac. Why, Nab here knows him. 
And 


nd 
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And then \for making Marches for rich Widows, 
Young Gentlewomen, Heirs, the fortunar*it man! 
He's {ent to,' far and near, all over Ewgland, 

To have his Counſel, and to know their FOR" 
Kaſ. Gods will, my Suſter' ſhall lee him. ©. A 
Fac, I'll rell you, Sir, - 

What he did & tell me of Nah. Ir $1 ſtrange thing 

(By-the way, fy mult cat no 'Cheele,” Nah, it eT 
Melancho 

And rhat lame Melancholy breeds Warms) but nicer 

He told me, honeft Nab, he, was n&re at Tavern . , 

Bur once in's lite! Dru, Truth, and no more L was or. 


Er.” And rhent he was fo fick —— SE hn - 
Dre. Coul&he tell you that 'roo?  ____.\ 

Fac. How ſhould I know it ? | Dws a 
Dru. Tn'txoth we had: been a ſhooting,  .. | 


And had apiete of far-Ram-murton to Upper 
That lay fo h ayy q* my ſtomack — 
Fac.-And he has no head 
To bear IX ty £ & for what wm the noiſe A the Fidlers, 
nes cars for he d keep n Vants— 
by gs head Pt ake 21 
hg As he was fain to be brought home 
The Doctor tl& mg.» And chemsgopd oid/woman —= 
Dru. (Yes faith, The, dwells in Sea-coal- lane) did cure 
With ſodden Ale, and Pelljtory o' the Wall; .. - (me, 
Coſt me. but two pence. I had another lickneſs 
Was worſe than thar. Fac. I, that was with the grief, 
Thou took'(t for being ſefs'd at eighteen pence, .*- 
For the Water-work. 'Dru. In trurh, and it was like = 
T'nave coſt me almoſt my life. \Fac. Thy hair bas off? 
Dru. Yes} Sir, *cwas'done for ſpighr. 
Fac. Nay, ſo ſays the Doctor. © © 
Kaſ. Pray has: Tobgceo-boy, go fetch my _ 
Pl fee this Ar rn Boy before I go: + 
And ſo ſhall ſhe. Fat.” Sir, he is buſie now : 
Bur if you have a Siſter'to ferch hicher,.* 
Periaps your own _ may Command her ſooner ; - 
And he:by that'time will be free. At. I go. 
Fac. Drugger, fhe's thine : the Damazk. (Sul tle and I 
C 3 Mult 
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Muſt wraſtle for oy Come on, Maſter Dapper. 
You ſee how I turn Chents here away, 
To give your Caule diſpatch. Ha' you pertform'd 
The Ceremonies were enjoin'd you ? 
Dap. Yes, o the Vinegar, 
And the clean Shirt. 
Fac. "Tis wel]: that Shirt may do you 
More worſhip than you think. Your Aunt's afire, 
Burt that ſtx will not ſhew it, r' have a fight on You. 
Ha? you provided for her Graces Servants * 
Dap. Yes, here are fix ſcore Edward Shillings. 
Fac. Good. 
Dap. And anold Harry's Soveraign., Fac. Very good. 
on And three James Shillings, . and an Elizabeth 
roat, | " Diode ©: 
Juſt twenty Nobles, Fac, O, you are too jult. 
would you had had the other Noble in Mares. 
Dap. I have fome Philip and Maries. Fac. I, thoſe ſame 
Are beſt of all. Where are they ? Hark, the Doctor. 


ACT 18. SCENE V. 
Subtle, Reos, Dapper, Dol. 
Subtle di{gnis'd like a Prieff of Fairy. . 


S yer her Graces Couſin come? Fac. He is come. 
Seb. Aud gs he faiting? Fac... Yes 1; / . 3 
&ub.. Aud hath cry'd Hum? [16 200! 1 
Fac. Thrice, you-;muſt aulwer. . -Dap. i Thrice. .. 
Sub. And as oft Buz ? | | v4 
Fac. If you have, ſay. Dap. I have,; Sub. Then, 
' to her Cuz, | 
Hoping that he hath Vinegar'd his Senſes, 
As he was bid, the Fairy Queen dilpeyles, 
By ne, this Robe, the Petticoat of Fortune; 
W hien rhat he ſtraight pyt on, ſhe doth importune. 
And, though to-Fortune near be her Petticoat, ye 
e 
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Yet nearer is her Sitiock,' 'the Queet\/dothr nbte;/ 
And therefore, even of that a piece ſhe hath ſenr, 
Whieh, being « Child, to wrap tim-in was reut; 
And prays him for a Scarf he now will wear ir 
(With-as much love as'then her Gract'did tear it) 
Abour his Eyes, to fhew he' is fottiinzre, 
i [They blind him with a Rag. 
And, truſting unto her to make his Scate, | 
He'll throw away all worldly Pelf abour him; 
Which that he will perto. m, ſhe doth nor doubt him. 
Fac. She need not doubt him,Sir. Alas, he has nothing, 
But what he will part withal as willingly 
Upon her Graces word (Throw away your Purſe. ) 
As ſhe would ask it : (Handkerchijefs and all) 
She cannot- bid that thing, but he'tt-obey. © © 
(It you have. a'Ring about you, caſt it off, + © 
Oc a lilver Seal at your Wriſt; her Grace will fer 
Her Fazries here to ſearch you, therefore deal 
Directly with her Hjhneſs. Tf they find 
That you conceal a Mite, you are undone.) 
H' throws away, as they bid him. 
Dap.- Truly, there's all. | 
Fac. AH what? Dap. My Money, truly. | 
Fac, Keep nothing rhat is tranſitory about you, 
(Bid Dol play Muſick. ) Look, the' Elves are come 
To pinch you, if you rell not truth. Adviſe you. 
\ [Dol enters with a Cittern;, they pinch him. 
as O, I have a Paper with a Spur-ryal ain't, Fas. 
i, ti, 
They .knew't, they ſay. Sub, Ti, ti, 77, ti, he has more yet. 
Fac. Tl, ti-ti-1i. I' the t'other Pocket ? 
Sub. Titi, tits, tit, tit, th; 
They muſt pinch hiz, or he will 'never confeſs,they lay. 
Dap, QO, Os | | , 
Fac. Nay, pray you hold. He is her Graces Nephew. 
Ti, ti, ti? What care you? Good faith, you ſhall care. 
Deal plaiuly, Sir, and ſhame the Fairies. - Shew 


Dap. By this good Light, 'I ha* nothing. 


Sub, T':, ti, ti, ti, to ta, He does equivocate, ſhe lays, 
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Ti, ti do.ti, ti ti.do, tide; and; ſwears by the: Light 
when he is blinded. 7 pl 4 : on 
Dopby this good Dark,I ha'noxhing, buta Half-crown 
Of Gold, about my Wit, that my Love gave me ; 
And a Leaden; Heart T wore fin' ſhe forſouk me. ; + 
Fac. I thought TG28 ſomething. And would you incur 
Your Auits diſpleaſure for theſe Trifles ? Come, 
I had rather you had thrawn awaytwenty Half crowns. 
You may wear your Leaden Heart:itill, .. How now ? 
Sub. What News, Dol ? 
Dol. Youder's your Knight, Sir Manmon. 
Fac. Gods lid, we never thought of himtill now, 
Where 3s he? Dol, Here, hard by. K's at the Door. 
Sub. And you are not ready. now ? Dol. get his Suit, 
He mult be tent back; _ Fac. O, by, nq means, : 

Whar ſhall we do, with this. ſame Puffing-bere, - 
Now. hes 9, the Spitf . :;:-:77 10 5c 1622 15474 4 10 
Suh. Why, lay him,back a while, | 
With ſome Device Tz, 7j, ti, ti, t3,4i, Would het Grate 

ſpeak with me ? #34 26.1] 
1 come. Help, Dal. Fac. Who's there ? Sir Ezicure, 
{He ſpeaks thrcugh the Kiy-bele, the wtheT knool12, 
Aly Matters i the. way. Pl-ale, ypu te walk, 4 
Taree os four Turns, but till .kis bagk-be rwinld,.:'4 
And 1 am tor you. Quickly, Dol.” Subi Her Grace ' 14) 
Commends her kindly to you, Matter Dapper. 
Dap..4.long to lee her. Grace, Sub, She now is ſet 
Art Dinner 3u, her.Bed, and has ſeur yoy :; * 
From her own private Trencher, a dead Mouſe, . 
And a piece of Gingerbread, to be merry withal, 
And ſtay your Stomach, leit you faint with faiizng.: 
Yer if you could hold our, tall ſhe faw you (be lays, 
It would be verter for you. ,, Fac, Sir, he thall 1 
Told out, and *twere this two Hours, for her Highneſs; 
| ca-aſture.you that, We will nor loſe 
All we ha* done — Sub, He mutt nor lee, nor ſpeak | 
To any body, till then., - Fas, For tirag we'll pur, Sir, 
A Stay in's Mouth. Sub. Of what ? Fac.,QFG ingei bread. 
Make you ir,fit. He,rhat hath pleas'd her Grace: (! 
Thus far, ſhall not now; crankle tur a-little,, \ 4 
ape 
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Cape Sir, and let him fit you. Sub Where ſhall we now 

Beſtow tir? Dol. F the Privy. Sub. Come -'along, Sir, 

I now muſt ſhew you Fortune's Privy Lodgiags. + + | 
Pac. Are they perfudr'd, and his Bath ready ?fub. AN. 

Only the Fumigatiun's ſomewhat ſtrong. -/ 2, 
Fac. Sir Epicure, F am yours, Sir, by and by. 


6 *# y 


ACT-IV..SCENE.I. 
©, © | Fate, Mammon, Doh. | 


Sir, yo" are come i* the only fineſt thne——. 
f AMam. Where's Maſter? © - 
Fac. Now preparing fur Projection, Sir. 
Your Stuff wal b all 'chang'd ſhortly. - 
Iam. Into Gold ? A | 
Fac. To Gold and Silver Sir. Mam, Silver Ecare not-for;. 
Fac. Yes, Sir, a little to give Beggars. 
Mam, Where's the Lady? - | 
Fac. At hand here. I ha' told her ſuch Brave things 
oyou,. ” 
Touching your Bounty, and your noble Spirit ——— 
Mam. Hiait thou? 4 f | y 
Fac, As ſhe is almoſt in her Fit to-ſee you. 
But, good Sif, no Divinity Y your Conference, 

For tear of putting her in rage— Afam, T warrant thee, 
Fac. Six Men wilt not hokd her down. Aid then -- 
If the old Man ſhould hear or ſee you— Mam Fear nor. 

Fac. The very Houſe, © Sir, would run mad. - You - 
How ſcrupulous he is, and-violent, (know'it, 
'Gainit the leaſt act of Sim, Phe, or Mathematicks,. 
Po-try, State, ar Bawd%ry (as F rold you) | 
She will endure, and never ſtartle : Bur- - 

No ray Controvetſie.' "Man. I am ſchooPd; good- 
V; bn BE "c hy. 
Fac." And you muſt praiſe her Houle, 'remember that, 
And her Nobility. m: Let me alone : 
No Herald, nor no es a Eunge, 

75 
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Shall do.it better, Go.. Fac. Why, this 3s yet 
A kind of. modern Happinels, .to have -, 
Dol Common for a-great Lady. Mam. Now, Epicure, 
Heighten thyſelf, talk to, her, all in Gold ; 
Rain her as many Showers as Fore did Drops 
Unto his Danae : Shew the God a Miler, 
cmm_ with Mammon, What 7. the Stone will do't. 
She ſhall feeL-Gold, taſte Gold, hear Gold, fleep Gold : 
Nay, we will concumbere Gold, {1 will bejpuiſlant, 
And mighty in my talk to her, Here ſhe comes. 
Fac. To him Dot fuckie him This js-the noble Knight, 
I told your Ladiſhip — Mam. Madam, with your pardon, 
I kiſs your Veſture. Dol. Sir, I were uncivil 
If I would ſuffer that; my Lip to you, Sir. f 
Mam.1 hope my Lord your Brother be in health, Lady. 
Dol. My Lord, my Brother is, though 1 vo Lady, Sir. 
Fac, (Well faid, my Guiny-bud,) 
Man. Right noble Madam | 
Fac. (O, we ſhall have moit fierce Tdolatry. ) 
Alam, *Tis your Prerogative. | 
Dol. Rather your Courtelie, 
| Alam. Were there nought elſe t'enlarge your Vertues 
to me, 
Theſe Antwers ſpeak your Breeding, and your Blood. 
Dol Blood we boaſt none, Sis, a poor Barous Daughter, 
Mam. Poor | and gat you? Profane not, Had your 
Slept all the happy remnant of his Life (tarher 
After that Act, lien bur there 1till, and panted, 
.Þ had done enough to make himſelf, his Iſſue, 
And his Poſterity Noble, Dol. Sir, although 
. We may be ſaid ro want the Giit and Trapings, 
The Dreſs of Honour, yet we {trive to kee 
The Seeds and the Materials, Mam. I do te 
The old Ingredient, Verrue, was not loſt, 
Nar the Drug Money usd to wake pe Compound, 
There is a {trange Nobility i your Eye, © 
Thys Lip, that Chin! Merhinks you do reſemble 
One & the Auftriack Princes, Fae, Very like, * 
Her Father was an 1riſþ Coſtarmonger. | 
. Wan, The Houle of Yalgis juit had ſuch a Noſe, i 
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And ſuch a Forehead .yet the: Medici 

Of Florence boaſt, Dol. Troth, and 1 have been lik*ned 

To all theſe Princes, Fac,' I'll be ſworn, I heard it. 
Mam. 1 know not how ! it is not any oae, 

But e'en the very choice of all their Features. 
Fac, I'll in, and laugh. Afam. A certain Touch,or Air, 

That ſparkles a Divinuy, beyond 

Au earthly Beauty ! Dy/. O, you play the-Courtier. 
Mam. 'Good Lady, gi' me leave 
DV. In faith, I may nor 

To mock me, Sir. Man. To burn i this ſweet Flame; 

Tie Phenix never knew a nobler Death. . 
Dal. Nay, now you court the Courtier, and deſtroy 

What you would build. This Art, Sir, # your words, 

Calls your whole Faith in quettion. Mam. By my Soul— 
Dol. Nay Oaths are made o* the ſame aw, Sir. Man. 


Never beſtow'd upon Mortality (Nature 


'A more unblam'd, a more harmonious Feature : 


d 


She play'd the Srep-dame in all Faces elle, +» 

Sweet Madam, le* me be particular 
Dl. Particular, Sir ? I pray you know your Diſtance. 
Mam. In no Hl ſenſe, ſweet Lady, bur to ask 

Haw your fair Graces paſs the Hours ? I ſee 

Yo! are lodg*d here, 1* the Houſe of a rare Man, 

An excellent Artiitz but what's that to you ? 
Dal. Yes, Sir; I ſtudy here the Mathemaricks, 

And Diſtillation. Mam. O, I cry your pardon 

He's a Diyine Iniftrufter, can extrat 

Tie Souls of all things by his Art ; call all 

The Vertues, atid the Miracles of 'the Sun, 

Into a temperate Furnace; teach dull Nature 

What her own Forces are. A Man, the Emp'ros 

Has courted, above Kelley ; fent his Medals 

And Caains, t' invite han. 
Dal. 1, and for his Phyfick, Sir 
Mam. Above rhe Art of £#/culapiue, 

Fhat diew the Envy of the Thuniderer ! | 

I know all this, and more.- Dol. Troth, 1 am taken, Sir, 

Whole with theſe Studies, 'that contemplate Nature. 
Man. It is a noble Humour : But this Form 

Was 
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"Was not intended to fo dark a uſe. 
Had you been crouked, foul, of ſorae courſe Mold, 
A Cloyiter had doue well; bur [uch' a Featwe 
That might Nand up the Glory of a Kingdom, 
To live Recluſe! is a meer Sol{eciſm, 
Thoughin a-N unnery, It mujt vor be. 
I mule, my Lord your Brother will permit it 
You ſhould ſpend half my Land firſt, were I he. 
Does not this Diamant berter on my Finger, 
Than 1' the Quarry ? Dol, Yes, Mam. Why you are like it. 
You were created, Lady, for the Light! | 
Here, you ſhall wear it ; take it, the firſt Pledge 
Or what; I ſpeak, to bind, you. to believe me. 
Dol. In Chains of, Adainant ? 
Man, Yes, the ſtrongeſt Bands. 
And take a Secret: two. Hetie, by your Side, 
Doth itand, this Hour, the happieſt Man in Europe. 
Dol. You arecontented, Sir ? Mam. Nay,in true being, 
The Envy of Princes, and the Fear of States. 
Dol. Say you lo, Sir Epicure | 
Mam. Yes, and thou thalr prove it, 
Daughter of Honour, I have-caſt mine Eye 
Upon thy Form, and I will rear this Beauty 
þy ck all Styles. - Dol. You mean no Trealon, Sir ! 
Man. No, I will take away that Jealoutte. 
I am the Lord of the Philoſophers Stone, 
And thou the Lady, Dot. How, Sir! ha' you that? 
Mam, I am tbe Maiter of the Moftery. 
This day the good old Wrezch here o'; the Houſe 
Has made it for us: Now he's at Projedtion. 
Think therefore thy firſt Wiſh now; let me. hear it : 
And it ſhall rain into thy Lap, no Shower, 
But Floods of Gold, , whole Cataradts, a Deluge, 
To get a Nation on thee, Dol. You are pleas'd, Sir, 
To work og the Ambition of our Sex, | : 
Mom. I'm pleas'd, the Glory of her Sex fheould kgow, 
This Nook, here, of, zghe Friexs 1s, na Climate, 
res her to. live abſcurely in, .to-learn - - ; 
Playlick and; Surgery, tor the, Conſtables W fe 
Qr tom: ogd Huudred in, Efex-;* but come torth, 
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And taſte the Air of Palaces; eat, drink _ .; 
The Toils of Emp?ricks, and rheir boaſted Practice ; 
Tincture of Pearl znd* Corral, Golaand Amber, 
Be ſeen ar Fealts and .Trive his;; bave ir ack'd, | 
What Miracle ſhe is? Ser df th& Eyes © © F 
Of Count a- fire, like a Burning-glaſls, 
And work '6&h into Cinflers, whe the Tewels, 
Of twenty States adorn thee, and the Lighr 
Strikes our the Stars; that when thy Name is mention'd, 
Queens may look pate z* and we but ſhewing our Love, 
Nero's Poppaa may be loſt in, Story! | mw — 
Thus will, we haxe it. Dol. [ conld well conſent, Cir. 
Bur, in a Monarchy, how will this be?. *. 
The Prince will ſon take notice, and'bvrhi ſciſe* | 
You and your Stone, it bemg a Wealrl: uaotir 
For any private Subject. Mam, If he knew it, 
Dol. Your felf do boaſt ir, Sir. Mam, To thee, my Life. 
Dol. O, but beware, Sir! You may come to end . 
The remnant of your Days in a loath'd Piifon, 
By ſpeaking of ir. , Mam. *Tis no idle fear: 
We'll thexetore go withal, my Gul, and live 
In a Free State, where we will gar our Mullets, 
Sous'd in High-Country W ines, "ſup Pheaſants Eggs, 
And have our Cockles, boil'd in Silver Shells, 
Our Shrimps to ſwim again, as when they liv'd, 
In a rare Butter, made of Dolphins Milk, 
W hole Cream does look like Opalsz and with theſe 
Delicate Meats ſer our felves high tor Pleaſure, 
And take us dew again, and then renew | 
Our Youth-agd Strengrhb, with drinking the Eligis, 
And fo enjoy x Perpertuiry | 
Of Lite and Luſt, And thou fbalt ha* thy Wardrobe 
Richer than Natyres, {till to change thy ſelf, | 
And vary oftuer, for thy Pride,. than the, 
Or 4vr, her wiſe and nol eoudl Servant. 
Fac. .Sir,. you are. too loud. I liezt you every word. 
Into the Labatatory. Seme- fitter, ylace';, * 
The Ge, great Chamber aboye. How like you 


r? | 
Man, Excellent! Lungs. There's for thee, 


Fac. 
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Fac. But do you hear ? ” | 
Good Sir, beware,. no mention of the Rabb:ns. 
Mam. We think not on '2m. 
Fac. O, it is well, Sir. Subtle! Y 


ACT Iv. SCENE Il. 


Face, Subtle, Kaſtril, Dame Pliant. 


Oſt thou not laugh ? 
* Sub. Yes. Are they gone? Fac. All's clear. 

Sub.-The Widow is come. * 

Fac. And your yuarrelling Diſciple ? 
i Sub. I. Fac. I muſt to my Captainſhip again then. 

Sub. Stay, bring em in firſt. 
* Fac. So] meant. What is ſhe ? 
A Bony-bell? Sub. IT know not. Fac. We'll draw Lots, 
You'll ftand to that ? 

Sub. What elle? Fac. O, for a Suit, 
To fall vow like a Curtain,flap. Szb. Tath' Door, Man, 

Fac. You'll bave the firit Kiſs, 'cauſe I am not ready. 
* ub. Yes, and perhaps hit you thro” both the Noltrils. 

Fac. W ho would you ſpeak with? * 

Kaſ. Where's the Captain ? Fac, Gone, Sir, 
Abour ſome Buſineſs, | 

Kaſ. Gone? Fac. Hey return ſtraight. 
- Bur Maſter Doctor, his Lieutenant, is bere. 

Sub. Come near, my worſhipful Boy, my Terre Filr, 
Thar'is, my Boy of Land ; make thy Approaches : 
Welcome: I know thy Luſt, ind thy Befires, | 
And I will ferve and latisfie 'em. Begin, 
Charge me from thence, or thence, or in this Line ; 
Here is my Center: Ground thy Quarrel, Az/. You lie. 

Sub. How, Child of Wrath and Anger # the lowd' Lie? 
For what, iy ſudden Boy? Aa/. Nay, that 16k you to, 
I am.afore-hand, ' Sub. O, this's no true Grammar, 
And as Wl Logick! You mult render Caufes, Child, 
Your firit and ſecond Intentzons, -know your Canons, 
Aud your Diviſions, Moods, Degrees,” and _rans, 

ue 
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Your Predicaments, Subſtance, and Accident, 
Series extern and intern, with their Cauſes 
Effcient, Material, Formal, Final, 2 © 
And ha'-your Elements perfect—— Xaſ. What is this! 
The angry Tongue he ralks in? Sub. That falſe Precepr, 
Of being afore-hand, has deceiv'd a number, 
And made 'em enter Quarrels, oftentimes, 
Before they were aware; and afterward, 
Againſt their Wills, Kaſ. How mult I do then, Sir? 
Sub. I cry this Lady mercy : She ſhould firſt 
Have been ſaluted. I do call you Lady, | 
Becauſe you are to be one, ere't be long, | 
My ſoft and buxom Widow. | [ He kiſſes ber. 
Kaſ. Is ſhe, i' faith? 
Sub, Yes, or my Art is an egregious Liar, 
Kaſ. How know you ? 
Sub, By inſpection-on her Forehead, 
And ſubtilty of her Lip, which mult be taſted 
Otren, to make a Judgment, *Slighr, ſhe melts 
| He kiſſes hey again. 
Like a Myrabolane! Here is yet a Line, 
In Rivo Frontis, tells me, he is no Knight. 
Pli, Whar is he then, Sir? Sub. Let me ſee your Hand. 
O, your Linea Fortune makes it plain; 
And Stella here, in Monte Veneris : 
But, molt of all, junfura annulas is. 
He is a Soldier, or a Man of Art, Lady. 
But ſhall have ſome great Honour dortly. P1i, Brother, 
He's a raie Man, believe me! Kaſ. Hold yolr poocs 
aptain. 


Here comes the't'other rare Man. *Save you, 


Fac. Good Maſter Kaſtrit:Is this your Siiter ? Kaſ.1,Sir. 
Pleaſe you to kuls her, and be proud to know her ? 
Fac. 1 ſhall be proud to know you, Lady. Pli. Brother, 
He calls me Lady too. Aaf. I, peace, 1 heard it. 
Fac. The Count is come. | 
Sub. W here is he? ' Fac, At the Door. | 
Sub, W hy,you mult entertain him. Fac. What'll you do 
vath thele the while ? 
Sub. Why, have *em up, and ſhew *%em 
ame fuſtian Book, or the dark Glaſs, Fac. *Fore God, 
She 


64 'q he Alchewife 


She is a delicate Dab=chick! I muit have her. 

Sub. Mult you? 1,” it your Fortune will, you mult, 
Come, Sir, the Ciptain' will come tous preſently : 
Vil ha” you Lg, My- No uf Demonſtrations, 
Where,PlI Dew Þorh th e Grammar, and L9 We - 
And Rhetor itk © FQuirtclting « ; my whole Method 
Drawn our in Tables ; and my luitrumenr, 
Thar hath the ſevetal Scales upon*c, ſhall "make Fort 
Able to quarrel, at a Straws- breadth, by Moon-lighy. 
And,” Lady, Vit have you 1ook in a Gtals, 
Some halt art hour, but ro clear your, Eye-light, 
Againit you ſee your'Fortune 5 which is greater 
Than L may Judge upon the tudden, tiult me. 


ACT IV. SCENE 1. 
Face, Subtle, Strly. 


WW! 7 Here are you, Dodar ? 
| Sth. T'll come to. you preſently. 


Fac. I will ha*-this fame Widow, now I ha ſeen her, 
On any Compoſition, Sub. What do you lay? 
Fac. Ha' you diſpos'd of them ? $#b.1 ha? ſerit *em ups 
Fac. Subtle, in trath, I needs mult have this Widow. 
Sub, Is that the marter 7 
Fac. Nay, bur hear me.. Sub. Go to, 
If you rebel once, Dol ſhall know it all. | 
*Thecefore þe quiet, and obey your Chance. 
Fac, Nay, thou art fo violent now— Do but conceive: 
Thou art old, and cant not. ſerve 
Sub. Who, caunor I ? 
'Slight, I will ſerve her with thee, for a—— Fac. Nay, Þ - 
Bur uuderſtand : Vil gi” you;-Compolition. 1 
Sub. I will not treat with thee : "What: ſell my Fortune! 
'Tis better than my, Birth-righr. , Do not MUTMUr. 
Win her, aud carry her, Ii i grumble, Ds J 
Knows-2t directly. Fac, Well, Sir, I am filenr.. 
Will you go help to ferch in Don in ſtate? 


Suk. I tollaw you, Sit : We mult keep Face jn ave, 
| 
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Or he will over-look us like a, Tyrant. -- | 
Brain of a Taylor! Who comes here ? Don Fobn : 
Ti TLIS ol. [ Surly like a Spaniard. 
Sur. Seunores, befo las manos, 4 uueſiras mencedes.;  /. 
Subz+W ould,you hadiſtoop'd alittle, and Kill our nk. 
Fac Peace Subtle, Sufi Stab-me; I ſhall never hold,man 
He looks in that deep Ruth; like a Head in: a/Platier, 
Serv d in by a ſhorg Gloke ypon two Treffils, 7; +. 
Fac. Or, what do you-lay, to a Collar of Bra'wn, cut 
Beneath the. Soule, and wiiggled with a Knife?  (dowp 
$ub. 'S)}ud,, he does look too tat to be a Spatiard-: 
Fac. Perhaps ſome, Fleming, or fome Hollanger got inn 
In d'Alpg;s time; Comnt Egmont's Baitard, ; Sub, ;& 
Your (curvy, ..y&Mow yg Magi id Face is welcome: | 
Sur. Gratig,., Sub, He,lpcaks' out-of a Fortificatiou/ 
Pray God bgha ng pguibs in thole deep Sets -i 15! 
Sur. Por dios, Sennores, muy linda caſa! 2:11 of 
Sub. What ſays he? Fas. Praiſes/1he Houſe,/T think ; 
I know noanoze buy's Action ;;-fub. Yes, the: Caſa, * 
My precious Diego, will pove: fair _—_ Ls, 
| 9 1% 


1o-cozen;you uy. :o.you myrk ?;.You 


Be cozyug,,Diges, #84. ozend,/ do. you lee? i: 1! 
My, worthy, Donzel,, £92ry'f.; Eu. Kinfiendo: 14:1 1 
$46. Do you intend it ? Sa, ge;we, dear Deny: i: 4, 
Have you brought, Pjilokers,, or Portaguesj- | .' 
My. ſolemn, Dax? .Doit thow feel any? Fac, Fulle: | 
oy bp ' (He feels his Pocketh. 
Sub. You ſhall be emptied; Dan, pumped;..and djawn 
Dry, as they ſay. . i Fac. Milked, in 4r16uhy, ſweet, Don. 
Sub. See all the Monſters; the great Lion; of all,; Don. 
Sur. Con licenciag fe puede ver & efta Senuora't . 
Sub; W hat,alks, hemow 7; 4h als nd wo 
Fac. QC the 18£unmray, Sub. O, Dow, ! - 
That js the Liouels,” which you ſhall ſee 
Allo, my Dn. Fag., 'Slid, Subtle; how ſhall we do ?. 
Sub. For what? , 
Fac, Why. Dai's employ 'd, you know. Suþ. That's true. 
'Fore Heaven,..L know not z; He itmutt4layy that's all. 
Fac. Stay | That he wult, yot, by nd:meansi 
Sub. No! Why? 15:4 bets 1: g 
ac. 
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Fac. Unleſs you'll mar alk. 'Slight, he'll ſuſpett it :/ 
Ard then he will not pay, not half'fo well. 
This is a travell/d Punk-matter, and du's know 
All the Delays ; a notabie hot Raſcal, 
And looks-already rampant. 8ub,Sdeath, and Mamman 
Mult not be troubled. Fac. Mammon? in no cale. 
« $ub. ' What fhail we do then? fat 
Fac Think : yo! nut be fudden. 


Sur. Entiendo,que 11 + nord es tan hermoſa,que codicio tan 


8 ver la, como la bis aveniuranza de mi wvida. 

Fac. Mi vidat '51i6, 5:bile, he puts mein mind of the 
W hat,doit thou {ry to diaw her to't? ha? (Widow, 
And tell her it is her: Fortune? All our Venture 
Now lies uper'r; It is but one Man more, 
Whick/on's ehance/to have her: and beſide, 
There is n&' Maidenhead to be fear'd'or loft. 
What doſt thou\think'on't, Subtle? 

Sub. Who,-1? 'Why 

Fas.” The- Credit of: our Houſe too is engag'd. 

Sub, You made me an Offer for my Share ere-while. 
What wilt thou'g? me, i faith ? Fac. O, by that Light, 
I'll not buy now. 'You know your doom to: me. | 
Een take your Lot, obey your Chance, Sir; win her, 
And wear-her out; for me. ' ' 4 © + 

Sub. *Slight,' Vi! not work her then. 

Far. Ir is the Common Cauſe ; therefore bethink you- 
Dol elſe muſt know it, as you ſaid. Sub, I care not. 

Sur. Sennores, por que ſe tarda tanta? 

Sub.” Faith 1 am not fir, I am old. 

Fac, That's' now no Reaſon, Sir. 

Sur. Puede'ſer, de hazer burla. de mi amor, 

Fac, You hear the Don too? By this Air, I call, 
And looſe the Hinges :- Dol. Sub. A Pl:gue of Hell 

Fac, Will you then do? Sub. Yo'are a terrible Rogue; 
P11 rhink of this >» Will-you, Sir, call the Widow *? 

Fac. Yes, and [I'll take her too, with all her Faults, 
Now I do think on't better.-Sub. Wirth all my heart, Sir; 
Amldilſcharg*d of the'Lot? Fac. As you pleaſe. ub. Hands. 

Fac. Remember now; that upon any Change, 
You never claim her. | 


Sub, 


[ W—_ 
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&:h. Much good Joy, and Health to-you, Sir, 
Marry a Whore? Fate, let me wed a Witch firit, 
Sur. Por eſtas honrada's barbas 
Sub. He ſwears by his Beard, 
1 Dilpatch, and call the Brother too. 
Sur. Tiengo duda, Sennores, 
Que no me hogan alguna traycion, | 
Sub, How, iſſue on? Yes, preſto Sennor. Pleaſe you 
s | Entbratha the Chamkrata, worthy Don ? 4s « 
Where, it it pleaſe the Fates, in your Bathada, 
e | You ſhall be ſoak'd, and itroak'd, and tib'd, and rub'd, 
+ B And ſ{crub'd, and tub'l, dear Don, before you go. 
You ſhall, in faith, my ſcurvy Baboon Don; 
Be curried, claw'd, and flaw'd,. and taw'd, indeed. 
I will the heartilierigo about it now, | 
Aud make the Widow a Punk ſo- much the fo6ner, 
To Le reveng'd on this impetuous Face ; | 
The quickly doing of it, 2s the grace. 


ACT Iv. SCENE IV. 
Face, Kaſtrill, Da. Pliant, Subtle, . Surly. 


Ome, Lady : I knew the Doctor would not leave, 
o 4 Till he had tound the very nick of her Fortune. 
Kaſ. To be a Counteſs, ſay you? A y Counteſs, Sir? 
P!:, Why, is that better than an Ergliſb Counteſs ? 
"Fac, Better ? *Slig ht, make you that a Queitzon, Lady 7 
Kaſ. Nay, ſhe is a Fool, Captain,.you mudt:pardou her. 
Fac. Ask from your Courtier, to your Inns-of-Court- 
man, | 
- | To your meer Millener ; they will tell you all, 
; | Your Spaniſh Gennet is the beſt Horſe 3 your Spaniſ 
Stoup 15 the beſt Garb; your: Spaniſh Beard 
Is the beit Cut; your Spanzſp Rutfs are the beſt 
3 8 Wear; your Svanrb Pacin the beit Dauce; 
» | Your Spaniſh Tirillataon ay a Glove 4 
The belt Perfume. And tor-your Spaniſh Pike, 
And Sranih Blade, let your poor Captain lpeak. 


Here 
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Here comes: the Dodtor. - Sib. My aol h+novir'd Lady, 
(For to Iam now 10 ſtyle-you, having tos.ud 
By this my Scheme, you are-wo undergu + 
An honourable Fortune, very ſhortly.) 
What will youu fay now: if lome —— 
Fac, 1 had told her all, Sir $' 
And her right worſhiptut Brocier here, 'thar ſhe ſhall by 
A: Counteſs; do notdelay ?em, Sir * a Spano Counteſs. 
Sub. Still, my ſcarce -worſhipful Captain, you can keep 
No Secret. . Well, fince h# has told you, Madam, 
Do you torgive him, and 1 do. 
Kaſ. She ſhall do thar, Sir. - 
I'll look to't, 'tis my: Charge, : 
Sub! Well then + 'Nought/reſts 
Bur that ſhe fir her Love now ro.her Fortune. | 
Pli-/Þwaly F ſhalt never brook a Spaniard Sub, Not? 
Pli, Never \in'-£Þ& hiy-eight could' t abide 'em, 
And that was fone there yearaforel was born, ir truth, 
Sub. Come, you mult love him, or be milerable 
Chuſe which -you a Ml > TC RSETIONG 
Fac." this T6” uſh, perſevide her, — 
She will cry Stiawberries ele, within this Twetve- 
k ed \VduG VT) BL HEN A 220 
Sub. Nay, Shads and Mackerel, which is wotle. 
Fac.” Indeed, Sir? | 1 1 + * L 91) EN 
. Kaf.. Gods lid, you ſhall love him, or Til kick you 
I'll do as you will ha* mz; Brother: 1. Kaſ., Dor” 1 
Or by this Haud. Fllimaull-you; * Fac. Nay, good Str, 
Be not ſo fierce. ' $ub;i No, my euraged Childs. . . /. 
She will be gul'd.. Whatz! when ſhe; comes ro: taſte; 
The Plealures of a Countels! ro be counted -—- 
Fac. And kiit,and rutfled/$/\$ub. 1,behind rhe Hang wgs. 
Fac. :And.thea come forth in poinp ! 
Sub. And know her State}. + + ' gu 
Fac. Of keeping all th' Idolaters 'v'the Chambe 
Barer to her, than at. theiri/Prayers !:.Sub; 1s. lerv'd- / 
Upou the Knee! Fac ;Ahd has her Pages, Uſhers, »! 
Fout-menp amd' Coaches nes, x 
Sub, Her fix Mares w—; Fac. Nay, eight! bi \ 
$ Sub, 


? 
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©ub. To hurry her through London, to th* Exchange, 
Bet'lem, the China houſe, Fac. es, and have 
The.Citizens gape at her, and praile her Fires! 
And my Lord» Goote-tuid Bands,'that rides with her |! 

Kaſ. Moit brave :, By this Hand,you are not my Sitter, 
If you retuſe.. Plz. I will got retuſe, Brother. .* 

Sub. Due es efto, Sennores, que non ſe venga? 

Eſta tardanza me mata\ ' Fac. It; js the Count come ? 
The Dottor knew he wowld be hereby his Art. 

Sub. En gallanta Madama, Don ! - gallaytifſima ! 

Sur. Por todos los dioſes, la mas acabada 
Hermoſu: a, que he viſto en mi vids! 

Fac. I>'t not a gallant Language that they ſpeak ? 

Kaſ. An admirable Language! Is not French? 

Fac. No, Spaniſp, Six, Kaſ. It goes like Law-French, 
And that,they.lay,is rhe Cuurtliett Languages Fac. Litſt, 

Sur, El Sol ha perdido /u lumbre, con (>1r, 
Reſ; landor, que tae eſta,dama Val; a me 40s) | 
Fac. He adunires your Sitter. 

Kaf. Mutt not ſhe maker Curt'fie 7 
Sub. 'Ods will,ſhe mutt go to ham Man, and kiſs him ! 
It is rhe Spani/p Faſhion, tor rhe Women 

To make tit court. Fac: ?Tis true he tells you, Sir : 
His Art knows all. Sur.. Por que n0_ ſe acude? 

Kaſ. He ſpeaks to her, I think. Fac. That he does, Sir. 

Sur. Por el any de dios, .que es effo, que ſe tarda? 

Ka/. Nay, {ee : ſhe will not underitaud him! Gull. 
Noddy Pli. What fay you Brother ?, Kaſ. Aſs, Sutter, 
Go kuſs him, .as rhe'cunning Man would ha' you,: 

I'll thre.it a Pin r your Buttocks elſe. Fac. O, no Sir. 

Sur Sennora mia, mi perſoua-muy indigna efta 
Alle gar a tanta Hermoſura. 

Fac. Dees he not ule her bravely ? Xaſ. Bravely,i-faith! 

Fac, Nay, he will ule her better; Kaf. Doyouthink lo ? 

Sur. Sennora, fi ſera ſercida, entremus. 

Kaſ. Where docs he carry her? _, 

Fac. Into the Garden, Sir; 

Take you no thought : I muit interpret for her. 
Cub, Give Dol the word. Come, my fierce Child, 
Advances _—_ | 
We'll 
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We'l'to our quarrelling Leſſon again. XK. Agreed, 

I love a Spaniſp Boy with all my Heart. 

Sub, Nay, and by this means, Sir, you ſhall be Brother 

Toa great Count. Kaſ. I, I knew thar at firſt. 

This match will advance the Houſe of the Kaſtrils. 
Sub, *Pray God your Sitter prove but plianr. 

Kaſ. Why, 

Her name is ſo, by her other Husband. Sub. How ! 
Kaſ. The Widow Pliant. - Knew you not that ? 
8b, No faith, Sir : 

Yet, by erection of her Figure, I gueſt it. | 

Come, let's go practice. Aaf, Yes,burt do you think, Dodtor, 

I &er ſhall quarrel well ? ' Sub, I warrant you, 


ACT IV. SCENE V. 


Dol, Mammon, Face, Subtle. 


OR, after Alexanders death _.... [ In her fit of talking, 
nd Good Lady— RY _ 
Dol. That Perdiccas and Antigonus were ſlain, 
The two that ſtood, Seluc*, and Prolomee =_ 
Mam. Madam. Dl. Made up the two Legs, and the 
fourth Beaſt. 
That was Gog- north, and t-ſouth: which after 
Was call'd Gog Tron-leg, and South Tron-leg— Mam. Lady 
Dol: And then Gg-horned. So was Egypt, too, 
Then Kyypt clay-leg, "and Gog clay-leg ————— 
Man. Sweet Madam, 
Dol. And laſt G2zg-duſt, and Fgypt-duft, which fall 
Tn the laſt Link of che fourth Cham Aud theſe 
Be Stars in ſtory, which none ſee, or look at | 
Mam. What 'thall I do ?- Dol. For, as he ſays, except 
Ie call the Rabbins, and- the Heathen Greeks =o. 
Mam. Dear Lady. Dol. To come: from Salem, and from 
Athens, | | «- 
And teach the People of great Britain 
Fac. What's the matter, Sir * 5 
Dol, To ſpeak the tongue of F.ber, aud Javan= Mam. ©, 
| Slie's 
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She's in herfit. Dol. We ſhall know nothing — Fac. Death,Sir, 
We are undone. Dol. Where then a learned Linguiſt 
Shall ſee the ancient us'd communion. | 

Of Vowels and Conſonants= Fac. My Maſter will heas ! 

Dol. 4 wiſdom, which DFO Naganea held moſt high=—— 

Mam. Sweet honourable Lady. Dol, To compriſe 
All ſounds of Voyces, in few marks of Letters ——— 

ac. Nay, pou mult never hope to lay her now. 

Dol. And lo we may artive by Talmud skill, 
And prophane Greek, to raiſe the building up 
Of Helens Houfe againſt the 1ſmaelzte, 

King of Thagarma, and his Habergions 
Brimkony, blue, and fiery ; and the force 
Of King 4baddon, and the Beaſt of Cittim; 
Which Rabbi David Kimchi, Onkelos, 

And Aben-Ezra do interpret Rome. 

Fac. How did you put her into't ? Mam. Alas, I talk'd 
Of a fifth Monarchy I would ereft, [They ſpeak together. 
With the Philoſophers (by chance) and ſhe 
Falls on the other four ſtrait Fac. Out of Brow hton ! 

1 told you ſo, *'Slid ſlop her Mouth. Mam. Is beſt ? 

Fac, She'll never leave elle. If the old Man hear her, 
We are but feces, Aſhes. Sub. What's to do there ? 

Fac. O, we are loit. Now ſhe hears him, ſhe is quiet, 

Mam. Where ſhall I hide _ s : Pp 

Upon Subtle's entry they diſperſe. 

Sub, Row! what Ae here! 7 thy ſperſe 
Cloſe deeds of darknels, and that ſhun the light ! 
Bring him again. Who is he? what, my Son! 
O, I have liv'd too long. Mam. Nay good, dear Father, 
There was no unchalte purpoſe. Sub. Not.? and flee me, 
When I come in ? Mam. That was my error. Sub. Error ? 
Guilt,guilr,my Son, Give it the right name. No marvel, 
If I found check in our great work within, | 
When ſuch affairs as theſe were. managing ! 

Man.” "Why, have you ſo? ©. + 

Sub, It has ſtood 1till this Kalf hour : 
And all the reſt of our leſs works gone back. 
Where is the inſtrument of wickedneſs, (him. 
My lewd falſe drudge ? Man. Nay, good Sir, blame or 
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Believe me, 'twas agaVHPHIS' Tt. ar knowſedge: A 
I ſaw her: by chance.” Sb.” W; 1.you commit/more fin, 
T” excule a Varler ? Maſe.” Nope MH tive, Sir,” 

Sub. 'Nay, then l, wonder ] eſs, it you, far who” | 
The bleſſing was prepar'd;* 11d'fo tempr Heaven : 
And loſe your fortunes: m.. Why, S1x,? 

Sub. This *II retard | 
The work, a Mynth at leaſt. Mam: Why, if it do, , 
W hat remedy ? - bir'think ithor, good " athter': 
Our purpoſes were' honeſt,” Sub; As they were, ”.'1 
So the reward will prove. ' How'now ! "Aye me. © 
God, 2nd all Saints be good to us: Whar's rhar ? 

* (Agreat crack and 10i,'e within, 

Fac. O Sir, we are defeared.! all the works 
Are flown in fumo - every Glaſs is burſt. 
Fornace, and 211 rent down ! as if a bolt. 
Of Thunder had (been driven rhrough the Houſe, 
Retorts, Rec ivtis, Pellicanes, Bolle 52 erik | 
All ttruck in ſhivers! Help, pood Sir! "Alas; 

, (Jones, falls Town” as in & ſwoon. 

Coldneſs'and death invades Him. Nay, Sir. Mammot, 
Do the fair oflices of a Man! You ſtand, 
As you were readier to depart than he. - 
Whe's there? My Lord her Biorher 1 15 come. | 


Mam. Ha, Lunzs? . © 
- Fae.” His Coach ts at the Door. Aves his Gighkt, | 
(One knycks. 
For he's as furious 2s his Siſter ' is mad. 
Mam. Alas! 
Fac. My Brain is quite undone with the fume, Sir. 


I ne'er muit hope to be mine own Mai again. 

Mm. Is a)l loit, Lungs? Will nothing be preſery0, | 
Of alt out” colt ? Fae. Faith, 'very little, Sir, 4 
A peck of Coats,'or fo, which. i is cold comfort, Sir.  ., 

Mam. O'my' vol aprcus mind: 4 I am juſtly punidh 'd: 


Fac. And lo am I ..Sir, * \ 
Mam. Cait from all ny hag = | 
Fac. Nay, certainties, Sir. | þ 


"Mam. By mine own baſe affeftions, 

Sub: O, the curſt fruits of Vice and Luſt ? 
| (Subtle ſeems come to him#el}. 
Mm, 
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Fam. Good Father, 
It was my fin. Forgive it, Sub. Hangs my Roof 
Over-us {till, and will nor-fall, O juilice, 
Upon us, for this wicked Man | Fac. Nay, look, Sir, 
You grieve him now with ſtaying in his fight : 
Good Sir, the noble Man will come too, and take you, 
And that may breed a Tragedy. Mam. 11l go. 
Fac, I, and repeat at home, Sir.. It may be, 
For ſome-good Penance you may ha't yer; 
A hundred pound to the Box at Be:'lem... Mam, Yes. 
Fac. For the reſtoring luch as ha” their wits. 
Mam. I'll do't. 
Fac. I'll tend one to you to recerve it. Aſam, Do. 
Is no preje&ion left ? Fac. All-flown, or ſtzuks, Sir. 
Mam. Will nought be-ſav'd, that's good for Med'cine, 
think'it rhou ? 
Fac, I cannot tel], Sir. There will be, perhaps, 
Something, about the ſcraping of the Shardes, 
Will cure the Itch, though not your itch of mind, Sir, 
It ſhall be ſav'd for you, and ſent home. Good Sir, 
This way, for fear the Lord ſhould meet you. Sub, F:rcer 
Fac. 1. Sub. Is he gone? Pac. Yes, and as heavily 
As all the Gold he hop'd for, were in his Blood. 
Let us be light though. Sub. 1, as Balls, and bound 
And hit our Heads againſt the Roof tor joy : 
There's ſo much of our care now caſt away. 
Fac. Now to our Don, 
Sub, Yes, your young widow, by this time 
Is made a Chunteſs, Face: Sh' has been in travail 
Ot a young Heir for you. 
Fac. Good, Sir. Sub, Off with your caſe, 
And greet her kindly, as a Biidegroom fliould, 
After theſe common hazards. Fac, Very well, Sir, 
Will you go fetch Don Diego off, the while ? 
Sub, And ferctrhim over too, if you'll be pleas'd, Sir © 
Would Dol were in her place, to pick his Pockets now, 
Fac, Why, you can doit as well, if you would fet tor. 
| pray you preve your vertue, Sub, For your ſike, Sir. 
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ACT IV. SCENE VI. 
Surly, Da. Pliant, Subtle, Face. 


Ady, you fee into what hands you are fain; 
'Mongit what a neſt of Villains! and how near 
Your honour was t'have catch'd a certain clap 
(Through your credulity) had I but been 
So punctually forward, as place, time, 
And other circumſtances would ha? made a Man : 


For yo'are a handiome woman: would yo'were wile too. | 


I am a Gentleman come here diſguis'd, 
Only to find the knaveries of tlus Cirade!, (nor, 
And where I might have wrong'd your honour,and have 
I claim ſome intereit in your love, You are, 
Tiey fay, 2 widow, rich: and I am a Batchellor, 
Worth nought: your furtunes may make ine a Man, 
As mine ha' prelerv'd you a woman. Think upon it, 
And wieth:«« I have delerv'd you, or no. 
Pl;. I will, Sir. 
Sur, And for theſe houſhold-rogues, let me alone, 
To treat with them. 
Sub. How doth my noble Di. go ? 
And my dear Madam Counteſs? Hath the Count 
Been courteous, Lady? liberal? and open? 
Dgnzet, metihinks you look melancholick, 
After your coizum, and [curvy | True-ly, 
I do nut likz the duinels of your Eye: 
It hata a neavy caſt, *pis upſee Dutch, 
And ſays yuu are a luwpith whotre-maſier, 
Be lighter, I will make your Pockets io. 
[ He falls to picking of then, 
Sur. Will you, Doz Bawd,aud pick-purie * How nuw! 
Reel you! 
Stand up Sir, you thall find ſince I am ſo heavy, 
Vil gi” you equal weight, Sub, jdelp, murder! 
$11, NO, Sir. 
Tieic's no Luch ring intcuded. A good Cart, 
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And a clean Whip ſhai! eale vou of rhat fear. 
L am the Spaniſh Dor, that ſhould be covzrucd, 
Do you lce? cozened ? witere's your Captain Face * 
That parcel-broker, and whole-baws, ail Raz:kat. 
Fic, How, Surly | 
Sur. O, make your approach, guoud Captain. 
I' have found fiom whence your Cupper Kings, aud 
SPoons 
Come, now, wherewith you cheet abroad in Taverns. 
'Twas here you learn*d to anvint your Bout with Brie 
ilone, | 
Then rub Mens Gold on't, for a kind of touch, 
And lay 'twas naught, when you had ching'd the colour, 
That you might ha*t for nothing. And this Doctor, 
Your looty, tmoky-bearded coinpeer, he 
Will clofe you lo much Gold, in a Bolts-head, 
Anc, on a turn, convey (1 the ſtead } another 
With ſub/m'd Mercnsry, that ſhall burit i the heat, 
And fy out =Il iy frm»? Then weeps AMarmon : 
Then {woons his worſhip. Or, he is the Fauftys, 
That calietn Figures, aid can Conjure, cures 
Plague, Plivs, avd Pox, by the Ephemerides, 
Aud buids unclligence with all the Bawds, 
And ANiuwives of three Sliires? while you ſend tin 
Caprain, . waat is he gone?) Dam'fels with.Ch:lc, 
Wives that ate barren, or the waiting maid 
With the Gren-fickacls? Nay Sir, you mult tarry 
Thought he be {fcap't; and antwer, by the Ears, Sir. 


aCI1 1. SCE ME TIL 


Eace, Kaſtril, Surly, Subtle, Drugocr, Ananias, 
Dame Plant, Dit, 


WW now's the time, if ever you will quarre! 

Well (as they fay) and be a true-born Cl.1ud, 
The Doctor, and your Sitter both are abus'd. 

Raj, Where is he ? which is he? he is a flaye 
What ere he is, and the Sun of a Whore, Att 10u 
The Man. Sir, I wouls know * 

() 2 STR 
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Sur, I ſhould be loth, Sir, 
To conteſs ſo much. 
Kaf. Then you lye 1' your Throat. Sur. How ? 
Fac. A very errant Rogue, Sir, and a cheater, 
Employ*'d here by another Conurer, 
That does not love the Doctor, and would croſs him, 
'If he knew how— Sr. Six, you are abus'd. 
Kaſ. You lye: 
And *tis no matter, Fac. Well ſaid, Sir. He is 
-The impudent'ſt Raskal 


Y. 


Sur, You are indeed. Will you hear me, Sir? 

Fac, By no means: Bid him be gone, : 
Kaſ. Be gone, Sir, quickly. lk 
Sur, This's ſtrange! Lady, do you inform your Brother; 3 
Fac. There is nor fuch a foilt in all the Town, 


The Doctor had him preſently : and finds yer, 

The Span;ſh Count will come here, Bear up Subrzle, 
$:,- Yes, Sir, he mull appear within this hour. 
Fac. And yet this Rogue would come iu a diſguile, 

By the temptation of another Spirit, 

To trouble our Ait, though he could not hurt it. Ka, I, 

I know— Away, you talk like a fooliſh Mauther. 
Sur. Sir, all is truth, ſhe ſays. 

Fac. Do not believe him, Sir : 

He is the lying'!t Swabber ! Come your ways, Sir. A 

Sur. You are valiant out of company, 
K:/. Yes, how then, Sir? 
Fac. Nay, here's an honelt tellow too,that knows him, 

And all his tricks. (Make good what I lay, Abel.) D 

This cheater would ha' cuzen'd thee of the widow. | 

He owes this honeſt Drygger, here, ſeven pound, 
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He has had on him, in rwo-penny*orths of Tabacco. H, 
Dru, Yes Sir. And h* has daman'd himſelf three 
Terms ro pay me. W 
Fic. And wiat &ves he owe for Lotium? In 
Dit. Thirny Shiilings, Sir : "Y 
And for ſix Syringes, Sur. Hydra of villany! Ha 
Fac. Nay, Sir, you mult quarrel him out o' the Houſe, | 
Aaf. | will. A 
Bir, 2t you get not out of Doors, you lye: [ 
&nd you arca Pimp. Sur, Why, this.is madneſs, Sir, | 


Not | 


W 


et 
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Not valor in you: I muſt laugh at this. 
Kaf. It is my humour : you are a Pimp, and a Tiiz, 
And an dds de Gaul:, or a Don Qurror. 
Dru. Or a Knight of the curious Cox-comb, Do you lee 2 
Ana, Peace to the Houſholg. 
Kaf. 111 keep Peace for no Man, 
Ana Caſting of Dollers is concinded lawtul. 
XKaſ. Is he the Conitable ? 
Sub, Peace Ananias. Fac. No, Sir. 
Kaſ. Then you are an Otter, and a Shad, a Whit, 
A very Tim. Str. You'll hear ime, Sii ? Aaf. I will wgt- 
41a, What is the motive? 
Sub, Zeal in tne-young Gentleman, 
Againit his Spaniſp flops — Ana. They are prophane, 
Lewd fuperititious, and idojarrous Breeches, 
Sur, New Raskals! Aa}. Will you be gone, Sir? 
Ara. Avoid Satan. 
Fnou art not 6f the light, That Ruff of pride, 
About thy Neck, betrays thee: aud is the ſame 
With that which the unclean Birds, in ſeventy-ſeren, 
Were ſeen to prank it with, on divers Coalts, 
Thou look*ſt like Antichrift, in that lewd Hart, 
Sur, I muſt give way. Aaſ. Be gone, Sir. 
Sur, Bur I'll take 
A courſe with you 
41a. Depart, proud Spaniſh Fiend. 
Szr, Captain, and Doctur =- Ana, Child of perdition, 
Kaſ. Hence, Sir. | 
Did I not quarrel bravely? Fac Yes, indeed, Sir. 
Kaſ. Nay, an* I give iny mind toft, I fhall dofr. 
Fac. O, you muit follow, Sir, and threaten him tame; 
He]] turn again elſe. Aaf. 141] return him then. 
Fac, Dru, ger, this Rogue prevented us, for thee : 
We had determin*d that thou ſhould*it ha® come, 
In a Spaniſh Sute, and ha* carried her ſo; and t- 
A brokeily flave, goes, puts it on himlelt, 
Haſt* brought the Damask? Dru, Yes, Sir. 
Fac. Thou muit borrow 
A Spaniſh Sute, Haſt thou no credit with the Player: ” 
Dru. Yes, Sir; did you never lee me play the foo! 7 
Fac, I know not, Nab : thou ſhalt, if L can help ic. 
I). 3 Hieronyme*s 


78 The Alchemiſt. 


Hicronym:%s old Cloak, Ruff, and Hat will ſerve, 
[Subtle bath whiſper *d with him this while, 
311 tell thee more when thou bringelt bem. Mg. Sir, 
I know 

The Spanzard hates the Brethren, and hath ſpies 

Vpon their ations : and that this was one 

I make no fſcruple. But the holy Synod 

Have been in Prayer, and Meditation for it. 

And *ris reveal'd no lets to them than me, 

That caiting of muney is moit lawful. Sb. Tive : 

But here I cannot do it; it the Houſe 

Shoy'd chance to be ſu{pected, all wouls out, 

And we be lock'id up in the Tower for ever, 

To make Gold there (tor th* State) never come out : 

And then are you defeated. Ana. I will tell 

Tis ro the Elders, and the weaker Brethren, 

Tizar the whole company of the Separation 

Nay join in humble Prayer again. (Sub, And Faſting.) 
Ana. Yea, for fone fitter place, The peace of mznd 

Reit with theſe Walls. Sub. Thanks, courtevus Anauias, 
Fac, What did he come far ? 

Sub, About caſting Dollers, 

Prefently out of hand. And to I told him, 

A Spaniſh Miniiter caine here to ſpie, 

Againſt the faithtul — Fac. I conceive. Come Sutle, 

Thou art fo down upon rhe leaſt diſaiter ! 

How wouldit tho ha* done, it I had not helpt thee out? 
Sub, I thank tice Face, tor the angry Boy, 1-taith. 
Fac. Who wouid hat louokt it ſhould ha* been that 

Raskal 
Surly * He had dy*d his Beard and all. Well, Sir, 
Here*s Damask come to make you a Sute. 
Sur. Where's D;nzges ? 
Faz. He is gone to vorrow me 2 Spaniſh habit z 

I'll be the Comnt, now. Sub, Burt where*s the widow?! 
Fac. within, with my Lord*s Siiter ; Madain Det 

Is entertaining her. Sub, Þy yout favour, Face, 

Now ſhe is honeit 1 will ſtand again. 

Fac. You will not offer it? Sur, Wii? 
Fac, Stand to your word, 


Or — here comes Dol, She knows-— W 
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©, Yoare tyrannous 1111! 

Fac.Strict for my right. How row,Dol7 Hall told hey, 

The Spaniſh Count will come? 

Dol. Yes, bur anorher 1s come, 

You little look'd for! Fac. Wiw's i: ? 
Dol. Your Maſter : 

The Maſter of the Houſe. Sth. How, Do! ! 
Fac. She lyes. 

This is ſome trick. Come, leave your quiblins, Dc1 07hee, 
Dol. Look out, and lee, Sb. A:t thuy in eaineit £ 
Dl. *Slight. 

Foity 0” the Neighbours are about Lim, talking. 

Fac, *Tis he, by this good day. 
Da!, "Twill prore ill cay 

For ſome on us. Fac, We are undone, and taken. 

Dil. Lolt, I am afrail, 
Sub, You laid he would not come, 

While there died one a Week, within the Liberties. 
Fac. No: *'twas within the Walls, 

&ub, Was't ſo? Cry* you mercy : 

I thought the Liberties. What ſhall we do now, Face? 
Fac. Be filent : not a word, if he call or kncck. 

Ill iato mine old ſhape again and meet him, 

Of Feremy, the Butler, 1* the mean time, 

Do you two pack up all the Goods, and purchaſe,. 

That we can Carry i the two Trunks. I*11 keep him 

Ott t.r to day, if I cannot longer : and theu 

At night, I*1] ſhip you both away to Ratclif, 

Wheie we*#]l meet to morrow, . and there. we'll ſhare. 

Ler Mammon's Braſs and Pewter keep the Cellar < 

We'll have another time for that. But, Dol, 

Prey thee go heat a little Water quickly, 

Sub:le muli ſhave me. All my Captains Beard 

Mult off, to make me appear lmooth Feremy, 

You#ll dot? Sub. Yes, I'll ſhave you, as well as I can. 
Fac And not cut my Throat, but trim me ? 

Sub. You ſhall ſee, Sir, 


4. ACT 


The Alchemiſt: 


ACTYV. SCENE TL 


Love-Wit, Neighbours. 


As there been ſuch reſort, ſay you ? 
Nei. 1. Daily, Sir. 
et. 2. And nightly, too, 
Nez. 3. I, ſome as brave as Lords. 
Net. 4. Ladies, and Gentlewomen, 
er. 5. Citizens Wives. 4 

Ne!, 1. And Knights. Nei. 6. In Coaches. 
Net. 2. Yes, and Oyſter-women. 
Nei, 1, Beſide other Gallants. Nez. 3. Sailors wives, 


Net. 4- Tabarco-men. 
Net, <. Another Pimlico! 
7,2v, W hat ſhould my Knave advance, 

To draw this company ? He hung out no Banners \ 


67 a ſtrange Calf, with five Legs, to be feen ? 
Or a huge Lobſter, with fix Claws? Mei. 6. No, Sv. fÞ , 


N.ci- 3. We had gone 1n then, Sir. Lov, He has no gitt þ 
Of reaching 1* the Nole, that ere I knew of. 
You law no Bills ſet up that promis*d cure \\ 


Of Agues,or the Tooth-ach? Nc. 2, No ſuch thing, Sir, 
Lov. Nor heard a Drum 1itrook, for Babuuns, or 
Puppets ? 
Nei. 5. Neither, Sir. 
Lov. What device thouid he bring forth now ? 
T love a teeming Wir as I love my nowiſhment. 
*Pray God he ha* not Kept tuch open Houle, 
That he hath fold my Hangings, and my Bedding. 
I left him nuthing elſe. If he have ear fem, 
A Plague ofthe Moath, lay I. Sure he has got 
Some bawdy Pictures, to call all this ging ; 
The Frier, and the Nun; or the new Motzon 
Of the Knights Courler, covering the Parſons Mare ; [ 
The Boy of lix year od, with the great Thing : 
Or*t may be, he has the Fleas that run ar Tilt, 
Upou. a Table, or ſome Ig to dance ? 
When 


N 
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When ſaw you him? Nez, x. Who Sir, Feremy ? 
ct. 2+ Jeremy Butler ? 
We faw him not this Month. Lov. Row! 
Nei. 4. Not theſe five weeks, Sar. 
Net. 6. Theſe fix weeks, at the leall, 
Lov. Yo' amaze me, Neighbours ! 
Nez. 5. Sure, if your worſhip know not where he 3s, 
He's ilipt away. Nez. 6. Pray God, he be not made away, 
| He knocks, 
Lov, Ha? Ir's-no time te queſtion, then.. Nez. 6, About 
Some three weeks fince, I heard a doleful cry, 
As | fate up, a mending my Wives Stockings. 
Lov. Thas's ſtrange! that none will anſwer ! 
Didit thou hear 
A cry, faiit thou? Nez. 6. Yes, Sir, like unto a Man 
That had been ſtrangled an hour, and could not ſpeak 
Nez. 2. I heard 1t roo juſt this day three weeks, at twe 
a Clock 
Next morning. Lov. Theſe be Niracles, -or you make 
tm fo! 
A Man an hour ſtrangled, and-could not ſpeak; 
And both you heard him cry ? Nez. 3. Yes, downward, Sir. 
Lov. Thou art a wiſe fellow: Give me thy Hand [ 
What Trade art thou on f (pray thee. 
Nei, 3. A Smith, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 
Lov. A Smith? Then lend me tliy help 14 ger tits 
Door open. 
Nei.3. That I will preſently, Sir, but fetch aiy Tou!s-— 
Net, 1, Sir, beſt to knock again, atore you bicak 1%. 


ATT: V. SCENES IL 
Love-wit, Face, Neighbours. 


Will. Fre, What mean you, Sh 2 
Nei, 1, 2, 4- O, here's Feremy} 

Fac. Good Sir, come from the Door. 

Lov. Why ! what's the matter? 

Fac, Yet tarther, you arc too near Yet. 

Lov, I the name of Wonder - 
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What means the fellow ? 
Fac, The Houle, Sir, has been viſited. 


L.,ov0, W hat 7 with the Plague? itand thou then farther, 


Fac. No, vir, 
? had it not. £E9v, Who had it then? I left 
None elfe, but thee, 1'rhee Houſe ! 
Fac es, Sir, my tellow, 
Fhe Cat, that keor the Burtry, had it on her 
A week betore I ipied it, but I got her 
Convey'd away, 1 the uwight. And fo I fhurt 
3he Houte up for a month —— 
Lov. How | Fac, Puryoling they, Sir, 
T have burnt Role-vinegar, Treacle, and Tar, 
And ha made it fweet,that you ſhould ne'er ha'known it: 
Secaule I knew the news would but afflict you, Sir. 
Loo. Breathe lels,znd farther off, Why,this is itranger ! 
ihe Neighbours tcl me all, here, that the Duors 
Have 1t1j1] been open —— Fac. Huw, Sit! 
Lov. Gallants, Men, and Women, 
And of all loits, tag-rag, been ſeen to flock here 
In threaves, thele ten weeks, as to a ſecond Hogs- den, 
In days of Pimlico, and Eye-bright \ Fac. Sir, 


Their wiſdoms will not ſay fo! Low. To day, they ſpeak 


Ot Coaches, and Gallants; one in a French-hood, 
Went 1n, they tell me: and another was leen 
In a Velvet Gown at the window ! divers more 
Pals in aid our! 

Fac. They did paſs through the Doors then, 
Oc Walls, I aflure their Eye-ſights,and their Spectacles; 
For here, Sir, are the Keys: and here have been, 
In this my Pocket, now above twenty Jays; 
And for before, I kept the Fort alone there. 
But that *tis yet not deep i the afternoon, 
I ſhould believe my Neighbours had ſeen double 
Through the black-port, and made thele apparition ! 
For, on my taith to your worſhip, tor thele tiuree weeks,, 
And upwards, the Doos has not. been apeii'd. 

Lov, Stzange ! 

Az. 1. Good faith, I think I ſaw a Coach ! 

Ne. 2. And I too, 


{4d ha'-been ſworn! Lov, Do you but think 3t now? 
: An 
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Ang but one Coach ? Nei. 4. We cannot tell;Sir : Jeremy 
Is a very honeſt f-llow. Fac.. Did you ſee me at all ? 
N.:. t. No; that we are ſure on. 
N-:. 2. I 11 be (worn o'thar. 
Loc, Fin2 Rogues to have your Teſtimonies built on-1 * 
Nei. 3. Is Feremy come ? 
Nei. 1. Q, yes, you may leave your Tools, 
We were decetv''d, he lays. MN. 2. He has had the Keys? 
And the Door has been ſhut theſe three weeks. 
Nei. 3. Like enough. 
Lov. Peace, and ger hence, you Changelings, 
Fac. Surly come | 
And AM.mmon made acquainted ? They'll tell all. 
(How ſhall I beat them off ? Whar ſhall I do?) 
Nothing's more wretched than a guilty Cunſcieice. 


ACT V. SCENE HI. 


Sarly, Mammon, . Love-wit, Face, Neighbours, 
Kaſtril, Ananias, Tribulation, Dapper, Subtle. 


O, Sir, he was a great Phyſician. This, 
N Ir was no Bawdy-houle: but a mees Chance, 
You knew the Lord, and his Siſter. 
Alam. Nay, good Surly 
Gr. The happy word, Fe 13ch 
Mam Play nat the Tyran 
Sur. Shauld be to day pronounc'd to-all your Friend. 
And where be your Andirons now ? and your Blals-pots, 
That ſhould ha*- been: golden Flaggons, and great. 
Wedges ? 
Mam. Lert-me- bat. breathe, What! they ha” ſhut : 
their Doors, 
Methinks ! Sws. I,-now *tis holy-day with them... 
Mam. Rogues, 
Cozeners, Impoitors, Bawds. Fzc. What mean.you; Sir ?* 
{ Maminon and Surly knock. 
Mam. To enter, if ve can, Fac. Another Mans Houle ? - 
Here is the owner, Sir. Turn you to him, 
Aud ſpeak your bulineſs. Mam, Are you, Sir, the owner ? 
Lov. 
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Lov. Yes, 'Sir. 

Mam, And are thoſe Knaves within your Cheaters ? 

Lov. What Knaves? what Cheaters ? 

Alam. Subtie, and his Lungs. 

Fac. The Gentleman 1s dittracted, Sir ! No Lungs, 
Nor Lights ha? been feen here theſe three weeks, Sir, 
Within thele Doors, upon my word! Sur. Your word; 
(room arrogant f Fac. | Sir, Il am the Houle-keeper, 
And know the Keys ha? not been out o' my Hands, 

Sus, This's a new Face. 

Fac. You do miſtake the Houſe, Sir ! 

Vhat Sign was't at? Sur. You Raskal! This 1s one 

U) the cunfederacy, Come, ler's get Officers, 

A136 torce tlie Door, Lov. *Pray you ſtay, Gentlemen. 
$1. No, dir, we'll come with Warrant. 

Aim, I, and then 
W= thall ha* your Doors open, Lov.. What means thi>? 

Fac. I canner tell, Sir. 

Ne:. 1. Thele are wwo of the Gallants, 

Tnat we do think we faw. Fac. Two ©o' the Fools ? 
You talk as idly as they. Good faith, Sir, 
! think the Moon has cras*d %em all ! (O me, 
The angry Boy come too ? He'll make a noile, 
And ne'er away till he have betray'd us all.) 
Anf. What Rogues, Bawds, Slaves, you'll open the 
1Daor anon, . | Kaitr1} knocks, 
Punck, Cocartice, my Suſter, By this jight 
1/1} terch the Marſhal z0 you. You ate a Whore, 
Ta keep your Caitle — 

Fac. Who would you ſpeak with, Sir ? 

Aaſ. The bawedy Douttor, and the cozening Captain, 
And Pus my Sulter. Lov, This is ſomething, ture! 

Fac. Upon my uult, the Doors were never open, Sir, 

Aaſ. IT have heard all their tricks told me twice over, 
Gy th2;at Knight, end rhe lean.Gentleman. 

Lov. Hete comes another. Fac. Ananigs too ? 

Aud his Paftor ? Ii, The Doors are ſhut againſt us, 
[ They beat too at the Doors 

An2,. Come forth, you Seed of Sulphur, Sons of Fare, 
Your ſten2h 1t 1s broke forth : abuminartion 
tithe Hue, Aoſ. 1, my Suller's thee Ang, The plack,, 
L. 
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Tt is become a Cageof unclean Birds. 
Kaſ. Yes,I will fetch the Scavenger,and the Conſtable, 
T::. You ſhall do well. 
Ana. We'll joyn to weed them out. 
Kaſ. You will not come then ? Punck, device, my 
Sulter ! : 
Ana. Call her not Siſter. She's a Harlot, verily. 
Kaſ. 1'll raife the itreet, 
Lov, Good Gentlemen, a. word, 
Ana. Saran avoid, and hinder not our Zeal, 
Lov. The world's turn'd Bet'lem.. 
Fac. Theſe are all broke looſe, 
Our of S. Kather*nes, where they uſe to keep 
The better ſort of mad-folks. Nei. r. All theſe Perſons 
We ſaw go in and out here, Nez. 2. Yes, indeed, Sir, 
Nei. 3. Theſe were the Parties, 
Fac. Peace, you Diunkards, Sir, 
I wonder at it! Pleale you to give me-leave 
To touch rhe Door,. Il] try an* the Lock be chang'd. 
Lov. It mazes me! Fac. Good faith, Sir, I believe 
There's no fuch thing. *Tis all deceptio viſus. 
Would I could get him away. = per cries out within, 
Dap. Maſter Captain, Maſter 
Lov. W hots thar ? 
Fac, (Our Cleik within, that I forgot!) I know 
not, 9S1Tr.. 
Dap. For God's ſake, when will her Grace be at leiſure ? 
Fac, Ha! 
Uufions, ſome Spirit of the Air: (his Gag is melted, 
And now he ſets out the Throat.) 
Daz. 1 am almoſt ſtifled — 
Fac. ( Would you were altogether,) 
Lov. *Tis i* the Houſe. 
Ha! Liſt, Fac. Believe it, Sir, 3* the Air! 
Lov, Peace, you 


Dap. Mine. Aunts Grace does not uſe me we!l. 

Sub. You Fool, 
Peace, you*ll mar all. 

Fac, Or you will ele, you, Rogue. 

Lov, Q, is it ſo? Then you converſe with Spirits ! 
Cole Sir, No more of your.tricks, good. Jeremy, 


The 
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The truth, the ſhorteit way, 

Fac. Dilmiſs this Rabble, Sir. 
What ſhall I do? I am catch'd. 

Lov. Good Neighbours, 

I thank you all. You may depart. Come Sir, 

You know that I am an indulgent Matter : 

And therefore conceal nothing. What's your Med*cine, 
To draw ſo many ſeveral ſorts of wild fowl ? 

Fac, Sir, you were wont to affett mirth and wit: 
(But here's no place to talk on*t i” the Street. ) 
Give me burt-leave to make the beit of my Fortune, 
And only pardon me th' abuſe of your Houle : 
It's all I beg. I'll help you to a widow, 
In recompence, that you ſball gi* me thanks for, 
Will make you feven years younger, and a rich one. 
«Tis but your putting on a Spanyh Cloak. 
I have her within. You need not fear the Houſe, 
It was not vitited. Lov. But by me, who came 
Sooner thau you expected. Fac. Ir is true, Sir. 
fr ray you forgive me. 

Lov. Well, let's ſee your widow. 


ACT v. SCENE IV: 
Subtle, Dapper, Face, Dol. 


HP? ha* you eaten your Gag ? 
Dap. Yes faith, it crumbled 
A way 1* my Mouth. | 
Sub, You ha* ſpoilid all then. Dap. No,. 
I hope my Aunt of Fairy will forgive me. 
Sub. Your Aunt's a gracious Lady: but in troth- 
You were to blame. Dap. The fume did overcome.me, | 
And I did doft to itay my Stomach. *Pray you 
So {atisfie her Grace: Here comes the Captain. 
Fac. How now! Is his Mouth cowa ? 
Sub. 1! he has ſpoken! 
Fac. (A Pox, I heard him; and you too.) Hef's: un- 
done then. 
(1 have heen fain to ſay, the Houſe is haunted. 


With. 
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With Spirits, to keep Churle back. 
Sub, And lhiait thou done it ? 
Fac. Sure, for this night. 

Sub. Why, then triumph and fing 

Of Face fa tamous, the precious King 

Of prefent wits. Fac. Did you nor hear the coil, 

About the Door? $46. Yes, and I dwindled with it. ) 
Fac. Shew him his Aunt, and let him be diſpatch*d : 

' 1T4Iſend her to you. Sub. Well Sir, your Aunt her Grace, 

Will give you Audience preſently, on my ſute, 

And the Captains word, that youu did not eat your Gag 

In any contempt of her Highneſs, 

Dap. Not I. in troth, Sr. 
(Dol like the Queen of Fairy. 
©h, Here the is come. Down o* your Knees and 
wriggle : 
She has a {tately preſeace. Good. Yet nearer, 
And bid, God fave you. Dap. Madam. 
Sub. And your Aunt. 
Dap. And my moſt gracious Aunt,God fave you Grace. 
Dol. Nephew, we thought to have been angry with 


ou :: 

But | {weet Face of yours hath turn'd the Tide, 
And made it flow with joy, that ebb*d of Love. 
Ariſe, and touch our Velvet-Gown. Sub. The Skirts, 
And kiſs *em. So. Dl. Let me.now ſtroke that Head. 
Much, Nephew, ſpalt thou win; much ſhalt ___ : 
Much ſhalt thou give away : much ſhalt thou lend. 

Sub, (I, awch, indeed.) Why do you not thank her 

Grace. 

Nap. I cannot ſpeak, for joy. 

Sb, See, the kind wretch! 
Your Graces Kinſman right,.. Dal. Give me the Bird. 
Here, is your Fly in a Purſe, about your Neck, Couſin, 
Wear it, and feed it about this day ſevinight, 
On your right Wriit—. Sub, Opeu a Vein with a Pin, 
And let it luck but unce a week: till then, 
You muſt not look on*ft. Dol.. No. And, Kinſman, 
Bear your {elf worthy of the Blood you cume on. 
__ dub, Her grace would ha\you eat no more Woolſack Pies, 
Ag. Dagger Frumety, Dol, Not break. bis fait, 
In 
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In Heaven and Hell. Sub: She's with you every where ! 
Nor play with Coitar-mongers, ar mum» chance, tray-trip. 
God make you rich, (when as your Aunt has: done it-: ) 
but keep 
The gallant*it Company, and the beſt Games— 
Dap. Yes, Sir, 


Sub. Gleekand Primero: and what you get, be true- 


tO Us, | 
Dap. By this Hand, I will. 
Sub. You may brings a thouſand Pound 
Before to morrow-night, (if bur three thouſand 
Be ſtirring) an* you will.  Dap, I ſwear, I will then, 
Sub. Your Fly will learn you all Games, 
Fac. Ha* you done there ? 
Sub, Your Grace will command him no more duties? 
Dol. No: 
But come, and.fee me often. I may chance 
To leave him three or four hundred Cheſts of Treaſure, 
And ſome twelve thouland Acres of Fairy Land, 
If he game well, and comely, with good Gametliters. 
Sub, Theres a kind Aunt! kiſs her departing part. 
But you mult ſell your forty Mark a year, now. 
Dap. V, Sir, I mean. Sub. Or, gift away : Pox ont. 


Dap.i*11 gi*t mine Aunt.1*1] go and fetch the Writings. . 


Sub. *Tis well, away. Fac, Where's Subtle ? 
Sub, Here. What news? | 
Fac. Dugger 18 at the Door, go take his. Sute, 
And bid him fetch a-Parſon, preſently ; 
Say, he ſhall marry the widow, Thou ſhalt ſpend 
A hundred pound by the ſervice ! Now Queen Dol, 
Ha* you pack*d up all ? Dol, Yes. And how do you like 
The Lauy Pliant ? Dol, A good dull innocent. 
Sub, Here*s your Hieronymo's Cloke, and Hart. - 
Fac, Give me *em. 
Sul, And the Ruff too? 
Fac, Yes, I'll come to you preſently, 
Sb, Now he is gone about his proje& Dol, 
I told you of, for the widow. Dol. "Tis direct 


Againit our Articles, Sb. Well, we#ll fit him, wench. / 


Hait thou gulld her of her Jewels, or her Bracelets? 
D2!, No, but I will dott, 
Syb, 
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$4b.- Soon at night, my Dolly, 

When we are ſhipr, and all our Goods aboard, 
Eait-ward for Ratclif; we will turn our cowTe 
To Brainford, weſtward, if thou faiſt the word, 
And take our leaves of this ore-weening Raskal, 
1his peremptory Face. 

Dol. Content, I am weary of him. 

Sub. Thow'hait cauſe, when the flave will run a wi- 

ving, Dol, | 

Againit the Inſtrument that was drawn between us. + 

Dol. FI pluck his Bird as bare as I can. 

Sub. Yes, tell her, 
She mult by any means addreſs ſome preſent. | 
To th' cunning Man; make him am?nds for wronging 
His Art with her ſuſpicion; ſend a Ring, 
Or Chain of Pearl ; ſhe will be rortur'd elſe 
Extremely 10 her ſleep, fay: and ha” ſtrange things 
Come to her. Wilt thou? Dol. Yes. 

Sub, My fine flitter-mouſe, | 
My Bird © tlie night; we'll tickle it at the Pigeons, 
\When we have all, and may unlock the Trunks, 
And ſay, this's mine, and thine; and thine and mine. 

= kiſs. 

Fac. What now, a billing? Sub, Yes, a little exalted 
In the good paſlage of our itock-affairs. | 

Fac Drugger tas brought his Parſon;ztake him in,Subtle, 
And fend Naz back again to waſh his Face. 

Sub. I will: and ſhave himſelf ? 

Fac. It you can. get him, 

Dol. Youare hot upon it, Face, what ere it is! 

Fac. A trick, that Dol ſhall ſpend ten pound & 

Month by. 
I; he gone? Sb. The Chaplain waits you i' the Hall,Sir. 

Fac. I'll go beltow him, Dol. He'll now rarry her, 

inſtantly. 

Sub, He cannot, yet, he is not ready. Dear Dol, 
Cozen her of all thou canſt. To deceive im 
Is no deceit, but Jultice, that would break 
Such an inextricable tye as ours was. 

Dol. Let me alone to fit him. 
Fac. Come, my ventures, 
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You - pore up all? Where be the Trunks? Bring 

orth, 

Sub, Here. Fac. Let's ſee 'em, Where's the mony ? 

Sub. Here, 

In this. Fac, Afammon's ten pound: eight ſcore before, 

The Brethrens money, this. Druggers, and Dappers. 

What Paper's that ? 

Dol. The Jewel of the waiting Maids, 

That itole it from her Lady, to know certain ———— 
Fac. If he ſhould have precedence of her Miltris ? 
Dol. Yes. 

Fac. W hat Box is that ? 

Sub. The Fiſh-wives Rings, I think: 

And th' Ale-wives fingle money. Is't not Dol ? 

Dol. Yes: and the whitltle, that the Sailors Wife 
Brought you to know an* her Husband were with Ward, 

Fac. We'll wet it to morrow ? and our Silver-beakers, 
And Tavern Cups. Where be the French Perti-coats, 
And Girdles, and Hangers? Sub, Here, 1' the Trunk, 
And the Bolts of Lawn. 

Fac. Is Druegers Damask there ? 

Aud the Tabacco? Sub, Yes. Fac. Give me the Keys, 
Do!. Why you the Keys! 

Sub. No matter, Dol : becauſe 
We ſhall not open *em before he comes. 

Fac. 'Tis true, you ſhall not open them, indeed : 
Nor have '%em forth. Do you fee? Not forth, Dol. 

Dol. No! 

Fac. No, my ſmock-rampant. The right is, my Maſter 
Knows all, has pardon'd me, and he will keep 'em ; | 
Doctor, *ris true (you look) for all your Figures : 

I (ent for him, indeed. Wherefore, good Partners, 

Both he, and ſhe, be ſatisfied ; for heie 

Determines the Indenture tripartite, 

*Twixt Subtle, Dol, and Face, All I can do 

Is to help you over the Wall, o' the back-lide; 

Or lend you a Sheet to ſave your Velvet Gown, Dol. 

Here will be Otticers preſently : berhink you, 

Of fome courſe ſuddainly ro ſcape the Dock : 

Fa; thither you'll come elle, Hark you, Tiwunder. 

( Some —_— 
SY!LD 
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Sub, You are a precious Fiend ! 

OF. Open the I. 

Fac. Dal, I am ſorry for thee i-faith. But hearft thou ? 
It ſhall go hard, but I will place thee fome-wherr : 
Thou ſhalt ha' my Letter tro Miftris 4mo. 

Dol. Hang you 

Fac, Or Madam C#farean. 

Dol. Pox upon you, Rogue, 

Would I had but time to beat thee. Fac. Sn3t7c, 
Let's know where you ſet up next; Þ'l} ſend you 

A cuitomer, now and then, tor old acquaintauce * 
What new courle ha' you 7 Sub. Rogue, I'll hang ay felt: 
That I may walk a greater Devil than thou, 

And haunt thee 1' the Flock-bed, and the Buttery. 


ACT V. SCENE V. 


Love-wit, Officers, Mammon, Surly, Face, Ka- 
ftril, Ananias, Tribulation, Drugger, Das. 
Pliant. 


Hat do you mean, my Maſters? 
Alam. Open yours L 
Cheaters, Bawds, Conjurers, 
Of. Or we'll break it open. 
Lov, What Warrant have you? 
Of. Warrant enough, Sir, doubt not : 
It you'll not open it Lov. Is there an Officer, there ? 
Off. Yes, two or three tor failing. 
Lov Have but patience, 
And I will open ut ſtraight, Fac Sir, ha* you done ? 
Is it a marriage? perfect? Lov. Yes, my Brain. 
Fac, OF with your Ruff, aud Cloke then; be your l[elf, 
$1, Down with the Door. ( Dix. 
Ka, 'Slight, ding it open, Lov. Hold : 
Hold Gentlemen, what means this viulence ? 
Ann, Where 1s this Colliar f 
Sur. And amy Captain Face ? 


Mam. Thele day-Qwls. 
Sur, 
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Sur, That are birding in Mens Purſes, 
Aam. Madam *uppoſitory. 
Kaſ. D»xey, my Siiter. Ana. Locuſts 
Of rne foul Pit. Tri. Profane as 5: 2nd the Dracon, 
' Ana. Worle than the Graſhopp*15,or the Lice of Feypr, 
Lov. Good (;2utleinen, near in2, Are you Officers, 
And cannot itay this violence? Of. Keep the Peace, 
Lov. Gentlemen, what is th matter ? Whom Co you 
Mam. The Chm:cal cozener (ſeek ? 
Sur. And the Captain Pand:s 
Ka. The Nun my Suiter. 
Mam. Madam Kati Ana. Scorpions, 
And Caterpillzrs. Lov. Fewer at once, I pray you. 
Of. One after another, Gentlemen, I charge you, 
By vertue of my itaff — Ana They are the veſſels 
Of Pride, Luit, and the Cart. Lov. Good Zeal, lie ſtill, 
A littl: while. Tri, Peace, Dcacom Amanias. 
Lov. The Houle is mine here, and the Doors are open : 
If there be any ſuch Perſons as yo": ſeek for, 
Ule your authority, ſearch on o' Gods Name. 
I am but newly come to Town, and finding 
This tumulr *bout my Door (to tell you true) 
It ſomewhat maz'd me; till my Man here, (fearing 
My more dilpleaſyre) told me he had done 
Somewhat an inlolent part, let out my Houſe 
(Belike, preſuming on my known averſion 
From any Air o* the Town, while there was Sicknels) 
To a Dottor, and a Captain : who, what they are, 
Or where they be, he knows not. Mam, Are they gone ? 
| (They enter. 
Lov. You may go-in and ſearch, Sir. Here, I find 
The empty Walls worle thanT left *em, ſmok*d, 
A few crack'd Pots, and Glafles, and a Fornace ; 
The Ceiling filled with Poefies of the Candle : 
And Madam, with a Dildo, writ o* the Walls. 
Onely one Gentlewoman, 1 met here, 
Thar 1s within, that ſaid ſhe was a widow —— 
Raf. > map my Suſter. 1411 go thump her, Where 
1s 


Lov. And ſhould ha' married a Spaniſh Count, but he, 
That 


When he came toft, neglected her fo grolly, 
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That I, a widower, a: gone through with her, 
Sur, How ! Have 1 io1t hes then? 
Lov. Wetre you the Don, Si 
Good faith, now, ſhe do's ulame yot extremely, and ſays 
You wore, and told her, you had tane the pains 
To dye your Beard, and umbrie cer your Face, 
Borrowed a Sute, ano Rufl, all for her love ; 
And then did nothing. W tat an over-fight, 
And want of putting forward, Sir, was this! - 
Well fare an old .Hargquebuzier, yer, 
Could prime his Puwder, and gave fire, and hit, 
All in a twinckling. Mam. The whole neſt are fled / 
Lov. What ſort of Birds were they ? 


[Mammon comes forth, 
Aſam. A kind of Choughs, 

Or thieviſh Daws, Sir, that have pickt my Purſe 

Of eight-ſ{core and ten pounds, within thele five weeks, 

Beſide my firit Materials ; and my Goods, 

That-lie 1* the Cellar: which I amglad they hat left. 

I may have home yet. Lov. Think you fo Sir? Mam, I, 
Lov, By order of Law, Sir, but not otherwiſe, 
Mam. Not mine own ituff ? 

Lev. Sir, I can take no knowledg, 

That they are yours, but by publick means. 

If you can bring Certificate, that you were gull*d of *em, 

Or any formal Writ out of a Court, 

That you did cozen your ſelf, I will not hold them. 
Mam, 1*1l rather loſe fem. Lov. That you ſhall not, Sir, 

By me, in troth. Upon theſe terms they are yours. 

What ſhould they ha* been, Sir, turn*d into Gold all ? 
Alam. No. 

I cannot.tell. It may be they ſhould, What then ? 
Lov. What a great loſs in hope have you ſuſtain ? 
Mam, Nor I, the Commonwealth has. 

Fac. I, he would hatbuilr 

The City new; and made a Ditch about it 

Of Silver, ſhould have run with Cream from Hog ſen ; 

That every Sunday in Moor-fields, the youngkers, . . 

And tits, and tom-boys ſhould have fed ON,. 874418, 
Mam, I will go mount a Turnjp-cart, and preach 

The end of the world, within theſe'two-months. Surly. 

| What! 
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What! in a dream? Sw. Muſt I needs cheat my {cif 
With that ſame fooltth vice of honeſty | 

Come let us go, and hearken out the Rogues, 

That Face I'll mark for mine, if e'er I meet him, 

Fac, If I can hear of him, Sir, I'll bring you word, 
Unto your Lodging -: for in troth, they were ſtrangers 
To me, I thought 'em honeſt, as my ſelf, Sir. 

ts hey come forth. 

Tri. *Tis well, the Saints ſhall not-loſe ajl yer. Go, 
And get ſome Carts= Lov, For what, my zealous 

Friends ? | 

Ana. To bear away the portion of the righteous 
Out of this Den of Thieves. Lov. What is that portion? 

Ana. The Goods, fometimes the O:phans, that the 

Brethren 
Bought with their Silver Pence. 
Lov. What, thoſe i” the Cellar, 
The Knight Sir Mammon claims ? Ana. I do defie 
The wicked Mammon, lo do all the Brethren. 
Thou prophane Man, I ask thee, with what conſcience 
Thou canit advance that Idol againtt us, 
That have the Seal? Were not the Shillings numbied, 
That made the Pounds? Were not 'the Pounds told out, 
Upon the ſecond day of the fourth week, 
In the eighth month, upon the Table dormant, 
The yez: of the laſt patience of the Saints, 
Six hundred and ten? 
Lov. Mine earneſt vehement Botcher, 
And Deacon allo, I cannot diſpute with you, 
Bur if you get you not away the ſooner, 
I ſhall confute you with a Cudgel. Ana, Sir. 
Tri. Be patient Ananias. Ana 1 am itrong, 
And will itand up, well girt, againſt an Hoit, 
That threaten Gad in exile, Lov, I ſtall ſend you 
To Amſteraam to your Cellar. Ana. I will pray there, 
Againit thy Houfe: may Dogs deftile thy Walls, 
And Walps, and Hornets breed beneath thy Roof, 
This ſear of falſhood, and this cave of coz'nage. 
Lov. Another too? Din. Not I Sir, I am no Brother, 
[Drugger enters, and he beats him away. 
Lov. Away you Harry Nicholas, do you talk? 


'Fac. 
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Fac. No, this was Akel Drugger. Gocd Sir, Go, 
[To the Parſon. 
And fatisfie him; tell him, all is done: 
He {taid roo long a waſhing of his Face. 
The Dottor, he ſhall hear of him at Weſtchefter ; 
And of the Captain, tell him, at Izrmouth, or 
Some good Port-town elſe, lying for a wind, 
If you get off the angry Child, now, Sir—— 
Kaſ. Come on, you yew, you have match'd mo 
lweetly, ha' you not ? [ To his Siftes. 
Did not I fay, I would never ha' you tupr 
But by a dubb'd Boy, to make pu a Lady-Tom ? 
*Slighr, you are a Mammetr ! (), I could touſe you, now. 
Death,mun'you marry with a Pox? Lov. You lye, Boy ; 
As ſound as you: and I am afore-hand with you. 
Kaſ. Anon ? 
Lov. Come, will you quarrel ? I will feize you, Sirrah. 
Why do you not buckle ts your Tools? 
Kaſ. Gods light | 
This 1s a fine 01d Boy, as cre I ſaw! 
Lov. What, co you change your Copy, now ? Pro- 
ceed, 
Here ſtands my Dove: ſtoop at her if you dare. 
Kaf. Slight, I muſt love him! I cannot chuſe, i- 
faith | A | | 
And I ſhould be hang'd for't. Suſter, I proteſt, 
I honour thee for this match. Lov. O, do you ſo, Sir? 
Kaſ. Yes, an' thou canit take Tabacco, and drink, 
old Boy, : 
I'll give her five hundred Pound more to her marriage, 
Tian her ovn State. Lov, Fill a Pipe-full, F.remy. 
Fac, Yes, but go in, and take 1t, Sir. Lov. We will, 
I will be rul'd by thee in anything, Feremy. 
Kaſ. *Slight, thou art not hide-bound ! thou art a 
FJory-Boy ! 
Come let's in, I pr'y thee, and take our whiffs. 
Lov, Whitt in with your Siſter, brother Boy. That 
Maiter | 
That had receiv'd ſuch happineſs by a Servant, 
In fuch a Widow, aud with {o much Wealth, 
Vere 
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Were very ungrateful, if he would not be 

A little _— to that Servants wit, 

And help his Fortune, thoagh with ſome ſmall rain 
Of his own Candor. Therefore, Gentlemen, 

And kind Spectators, it I have out-tript 

An old Maus gravity, or ſtrict Canon, think 

What a young Wife, and a good Brain may do - 
Stretch ages truth fometimes, and crack it too. 
Speak for thy lelf, Knave. Fac, So I will, Sir, Gentlemen, 
My part a little fell in this laſl Scene, 

Vet 'twas decorum. And though I am clean 

Got off from Subtle, Surly, Mammon, Dol, 

'Hot Ananias, Dapper, Drugger all 

With whom I traded; yet I put my ſelf 

On you, that are my Country : and this Pelf, 

Which I have gor, if you do quir me, reſts 
. To feaſt you often, and invite new Gueſts, 


THE EN D. 


